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JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

CHAPTER I 

SWORN SHIPMATES 

"TJO, ho, John ToppI" said the boys, "you 
JLX. daren't tackle him, that's what it is. The 
stranger can thrash you, and you know it" 

Now, I knew nothing of the sort, and, in fact, 
rather fancied that I could thrash Alexander Ireland 
as easily as I had every other boy in Whitby ; but 
the others were jealous of my prowess, and therefore 
^ged me on to tackle the stranger, in the hope that 
he might prove too smart for me. For thus their 
broken noses and lost teeth would be avenged. 

I was at that time a bull-necked, squarely-built 
young lout of fifteen, and Alec was red-haired, 
slender, and wiry, and about six months my senior. 
I was the best fighter in Whitby — even Dan Asquith, 
the squint-eyed butcher's boy, said so — and I had a 
reputation to lose. Alec was a newcomer to the 
town, and had none. 

" Come on, carroty-head I " I cried, stung at last 
into action by the jeers which I affected to despise. 
"They tdl me you are a good fighter; let's sec 
which of us two is to be cock.' 
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2 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

But the stranger kept his hands in his pockets. 

"Why should I fight?' he asked gravely. "I 
haven't quarrelled with you." 

"Afraid?" said I contemptuously. "Right! say 
I can beat you, and you shan't have your thrashing." 

" No," he replied steadily, " I won't say so. I'm 
not afraid of you, but I don't choose to fight for 
nothing." 

" Thaf s all brag," I said, as I edged up to him. 
" You've either got to fight or acknowledge you're 
afraid," and I gave him a shove with my shoulder. 

"Allright, then, I'll fight" 

And without more words we stripped and set to. 

Now, though in the very first minute I sent him 
sprawling on the grass, I saw as soon as his hands 
went up that I had undertaken to tame a much 
tougher adversary than Butcher Dan. I had the 
advantage of the stranger in the matter of brute 
strength, but he had on his side science such as we 
Whitby boys had never seen, and it more than 
compensated for his lack of muscle. He used his 
l^s a great deal as he fought, dancing round and 
round me, and sparring lightly with his hands, so 
that when I pressed him hard he generally managed 
to retreat just out of range of my heaviest buffets ; 
and when it was my turn to flag a little he would 
rush in and rain his blows on me so quickly that 
several times I was fairly bewildered and let him 
pass my guard. He had not much weight, but every 
ounce of what he had was behind his fist, and his 
hand fell heavily when he did get in a straight one. 
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SWORN SHIPMATES 3 

Now and then by sheer force of weight I broke 
through his guard and grassed him, but he generally 
contrived to give me back as good as he took. 

And so for an hour and a half by the church clock 
the fight went on, each of us doggedly determined 
to come up to the mark so long as his trembling 
knees would support him, but each at the same time 
secretly hoping that the next knock-down blow the 
other received would bring the fight to an end. For 
the spectators it was a splendid battle, and very soon 
a big crowd gathered round our ring, and almost as 
many of them shouting for Ireland as for me ; for 
in spite of the fact that he was a stranger, they could 
not help admiring his pluck. Besides, my many 
previous victories had won me not a few foes, who 
would be glad to see me taken down a peg, even 
though they had to get a stranger to do it for them. 

At last the end came, and it was Ireland who 
struck the knock-out blow. How many rounds we 
fought I do not know, but at last I felt that unless 
I could finish him off quickly I should not be 
able to toe the mark next time the umpire called 
" Time ! " So, summoning up all my failing energies 
for one last slashing blow, I rushed at him like a 
mad carthorse. 

He did not flinch, but stood his ground waiting 
for me. 

Dodging my blow, he seized my left hand with 
his right, ducked his head under my arm, whipped 
his other hand between my legs, and before anyone 
could tell exactly what had happened, I had flown 
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4 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

over his head and was lying on the ground with all 
the wind knocked out of me like the com out of a 
burst bag. It was all done in less than a couple of 
seconds, and as I had fallen on my head, I lay quiet 
enough. 

Alec put on his coat again, and started to walk 
away from the ring ; but before he had taken three 
steps he was seized roughly by some of my sup- 
porters, who accused him of foul play. The matter 
very nearly ended in a general battle, for some of 
the spectators thought the throw was a foul one, 
while others stuck out that it was perfectly fair; 
and as the first party were in a large majority, the 
bruised and bleeding conqueror stood every chance 
of being ducked in the river as a reward for his 
victory. 

By this time, however, having a fairly thick skull, 
and being well used, to having it banged about, I had 
b^^n to come to my senses ^ain ; and when I 
gathered what was going on, I struggled to my legs 
(which were shaking under me like sea-weeds) and 
rated the disputants for being such poor sportsmen. 

" Alec Ireland," I said, turning to my victorious 
adversary, who was held fast by three or four big 
ruffians, " I own you have given me a drubbing. 
Will you shake hands ? " 

When his captors saw how I took the matter they 
let him go, and he seized my hand with a hearty 

grip. 

" No, no," he said ; " you had the best of it but 
for the last fall ; and if it hadn't been for that South- 
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SWORN SHIPMATES 5 

country trick by which I lifted you over my shoulder, 
I should have had to knuckle under." 

Of course I denied this, but he insisted it was 
true, and paid me so many other compliments on 
my fighting, that in fact he gave me a lesson in 
courtesy which I probably needed a good deal more 
than I did the thrashing that had preceded it; 
though my father would no doubt have told me 
that that, too, was by no means wasted. 

Such was the banning of my friendship with 
Alexander Ireland. On that very night we took 
together the solemn sailors' oath by which we be- 
came sworn shipmates for life — and to this day we 
have neither of us broken it Many a time since 
then have our hands been raised with weapons in 
them, but never in anger with one another ; always 
side by side or heel to heel against a common 
enemy. 

My new friend and I quickly found that we had a 
great deal in common. The perils and pleasures of 
the sea had always had an enthralling fascination for 
me, and when I discovered that Alec shared my 
passion for salt water, my previously vague longings 
became suddenly crystallised into a definite purpose. 
I would be a sailor. 

It soon became the greatest enjoyment of my 
leisure time to sit in the dark little parlour of the 
Angel, and listen to the tales of the old seamen who 
frequented it — tales of the great captains they had 
known and sailed under, who, caring as little for the 
violence of the tropical hurricane as for the deadly 
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6 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

ice-grip of the cold North, had braved the storms of 
unknown oceans in their stout little ships, and had 
brought back from every clime its choicest treasures, 
to lay them at the feet of our Sovereign Lady, Grood 
Queen Bess. 

Their stories of profitable barter with dusky races, 
and weird yams of the marvellous beasts and uncanny 
reptiles they had seen in lands where no white foot 
till theirs ^ad ever trod, filled me with awe-struck 
admiration for their daring, and haunted my dreams 
at night But above all I loved the fights — ^the wild 
sea-fights with Spaniard, Portingale, or Frenchman ; 
and every fibre in my body would tingle, and every 
drop of blood run hot with excitement as I listened. 

The grizzled old salts were long-winded and 
garrulous enough over their mugs of ale, but their 
rough experiences had taught them better how to 
kill an enemy than how to describe the killing of 
him, and in consequence the tales were badly told, 
but my imagination, filling in the details of their 
rough sketches, would bring the whole picture 
vividly before me. 

I could see the first view of the enemy, the chase, 
the clearing of the decks for action ; I could hear 
the din of the artillery as the vessels closed with one 
another, and the rasping of the timbers as the little 
English ship ran alongside a lofty galleon of Spain ; 
then the hoarse shouts as our fellows boarded ; the 
crack of the pistols and the clash of the swords in 
hand-to-hand fight, and every now and then the 
sickening thud as some brave seaman fell dead upon 
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SWORN SHIPMATES 7 

the deck, until finally the English pluck and skill 
and strength prevailed against the greater numbers 
of the foe, and the battle was over. 

I have given and taken hard blows in many such 
a fight since those days — ^as I shall in this story 
have occasion to narrate — ^but of all the fierce battles 
in which I have had a share, not one seems to me 
now in the recollection more real than do those 
boyish dream-fights at the Angel. 

There was, however, one thing — and that no 
small one — over which Alec and I very nearly 
quarrelled. And what should that be if not a 
woman ? For it is woman's bright smile and coyly 
drooping eye which shatter half the friendships of 
man with man, even when the longed-for down has 
hardly yet appeared on the upper lip, and the razor 
is still a joy to be gloated over in secret 

Inez was her name, and she was the daughter of 
Don Miguel, a Spanish gentleman who had, for a 
reason which I did not then know, taken up his 
residence in Whitby. I had known her since she 
was a child of ten, and had never thought of her 
more than of any other girl in Whitby, until one day 
I chanced to see her in the street with a new gown 
on. It was a wonderful gown — the skirt of it was 
slashed and puffed out to the size of a forty-gallon 
cask — and as I looked and marvelled, it suddenly 
struck me that the laughing face above it was the 
most bewitching I had ever seen. Perhaps it was the 
fine dress that did it, and perhaps it was the pretty 
mouth that smiled and wished me a "good-day." 
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8 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

I am not sure which it was ; but the next time 
I met her in the lane near her father's house, I 
asked her to be my sweetheart After a few blushes 
(and a few kisses) she said she would, and I was the 
proudest lad in Whitby. 

Alec, however, was not pleased at my success, and 
very soon he told me so. 

" Jack," he said, " I didn't think my sworn ship- 
mate would prove a traitor." 

" A traitor ! " I exclaimed. " It is a hard word, and 
I don't know what I have done to deserve it How 
am I a traitor." 

" What is there between you and the Spaniard's 
daughter?" 

" She is my sweetheart," I said defiantly. " Is 
that where my treason lies ? " 

« Yes," 

"Why," I cried with a troubled voice, "I didn't 
know you cared." 

" You didn't know I cared ! And after all our 
talks too! Haven't I told you often how I cared?" 

" You never told me you cared for Inez," I replied 
stoutly ; and I was sure he had not 

Alec burst out laughing. " You great fool ! " he 
cried ; " of course I don't care for Inez. How could 
you think I meant that ? But," and he became 
suddenly grave, " she is a Spaniard, Jack. That is 
what I care about That's where the treason is." 

" I see no treason." 

" No. But the Spaniards are the Queen's enemies, 
you and I have said we meant to fight for the Queen." 
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SWORN SHIPMATES 9 

** Inez is no one's enemy." 

" But her father, Don Miguel, is a Spaniard." 

** What have you against him ? I have heard of 
nothing to his discredit" 

"" He is a Spaniard/' he iterated. 

*" Yes, I suppose he is. Is that all you have to 
accuse him of? " I asked, somewhat nettled at his 
persistence. 

** Isn't it enough ? I tell you that every Spaniard 
is an enemy to England and Queen Bess ; and since 
my father, Captain Harry Ireland, was murdered by 
the Spaniards, every Spaniard is an enemy to me." 

"^ And shall be to me, too," I said as I gripped his 
hand. ** But I don't see that the rule applies to the 
daughters." 

** Spanish daughters become Spanish mothers." 

" Not when they marry Englishmen." 

**Do you mean to marry Inez, then?" he said, 
looking at me earnestly. 

" Yes, when I am old enough — ^if she will have me." 

** No fear of her refusing a stout Englishman ! 
Well, if that is so I will say no more, but I don't 
Uke it" 

Alec thus agreed not to resist my intention, but 
I could see that he was displeased at what I was 
doing ; and his displeasure at first angered and then 
grieved me. I b^^ to wonder if my duty to my 
comrade required that I should give up Inez. No, 
I thought not ; and besides, even if I had resolved 
to give her up, I think I should have failed when it 
came to the doing, for she had thoroughly bewitched 
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10 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

me. Finally I made up my mind that I would try 
to make him see her with my eyes. She could 
compel him to like her I knew — if only he would 
give her the chance. 

" Alec," I said to him one day, " Tm going to see 
Inez to-night ; will you come with me ? " 

He did not answer for a minute, and I could see 
that though he did not like to refuse me, he was 
very unwilling to say yes. It went gainst my 
grain to force him to anything he did not wish to 
do, but I knew he would thank me for it afterwards ; 
so I waited patiently for his answer. 

"Do you really want me to go?" he asked at 
length. 

"Yes, Alec, I do." 

" Will her father be there ? " 

" No, we never see him in the evening." 

" Then if you are sure of that, I will go. But 
have you never guessed. Jack, why it is that you 
never see Don Miguel in the evening ? " 

" Because he is busy in his workshop." 

" At what sort of work ? " 

" How should I know ? I never asked him." 

" I will tell you. He is an alchemist" 

"What?" I cried; "are you sure of that. Alec? 
Alchemy ! why, it's the devil's own trade." 

" So they say ; but to me it seems that if the devil 
had any favour for the work, alchemists would be 
richer than they are. It's an ill-trade though at 
best, and not the one I should choose for my 
comrade's father-in-law." 
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SWORN SHIPMATES 11 

This news of Alec's troubled me ; for though he 
declared that the devil could have no share in such 
profitless toil, yet I had always been told that every 
alchemist had sold himself to Satan, and I more 
than half believed it Still, I argued that Inez was 
not to be blamed for her father's sins, and in the end 
Alec agreed with me. 

After that night I never had any more disagree- 
ment with him on the subject of my love-making. 
Inez fairly laughed and sang herself into his good 
graces. She had the sweetest voice I ever heard ; 
and as she sat in a comer by the fire and sang us 
quaint little sea-songs that her nurse had taught her, 
I wondered if the mermaidens that the old sailors of 
the Angel spoke of were one-half so sweet and pretty 
as my own little Spanish sweetheart 

" Why, Jack," said Alec, as we walked home from 
her house, '' she is hardly a Spaniard at all, except 
for her black hair and eyes. No Whitby girl could 
have sung those English sea-songs with a prettier 
accent than she did." 

" No Whitby girl could have sung them half so 
well," I answered warmly. " And as for her being 
English, her nurse has^ seen to that She hates 
Spain almost as much as you do, and she won't 
allow Inez to speak a word of Spanish in her 
hearing." 

" Well, she's a sweet girl. Jack, and I'm glad of it 
for your sake. It's a pity, though, that her father is 
a Spaniard" 

I said nothing in reply to this, for, to tell the 
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12 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

truth, I was not much more in love with the surly 
Don Miguel than was Alec By and bye as we 
walked Alec began to hum a tune, and after a short 
time he sang the words too. It was the last song 
Inez had sung to us, and I remember the chorus 
went like this : — 

" Tken ah I for the cruel creeping waves^ 

With their clay-cold lips of spray ; 
But hi! for the merry dancing waves^ 
That with the sunbeams play** 

" Take care, Alec ! " I said with a laugh, " you'll 
be falling in love with Inez yourself." 

" No, no, Jack ; I like her, it is true, but I'll never 
be a rival to my sworn shipmate." 

Nevertheless, when I said '' Good-night " to him, 
and turned in at my father's g^te, I heard him go 
singing down the road ; and the words that came 
floating up the breeze to me sounded suspiciously 
familiar. It seemed to me that what he sang was 

** Hi/ for the merry da$uing waves." 

And the tune at any rate was the same. 
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CHAPTER II 
GOLD-MAKING 

BEFORE Alec's arrival on the scene, I grieve to 
say that, besides being one of the greatest 
dunces in the school, I was also, so the master said, 
the most troublesome young scap^race he ever had 
the misfortune to cane. He told my father that he 
could not conscientiously take any blame to himself 
for my deplorable ignorance and depravity, as he 
would warrant that there was scarcely a square inch 
of my ungainly carcass that his ferrule or birch- 
broom had not scored I was innately wicked, he 
declared ; and my poor father groaned and said he 
feared the schoolmaster was right 

There was really some justification for this belief 
of my father's, for all my ten brothers (I was the 
youngest of eleven) were either doing well or giving 
promise of it, and I was the only one who had ever 
given my worthy parents the least trouble. The 
others were mostly parsons, or on the way to become 
parsons ; so as my father too was in the Church, 
there was plenty of piety in the family ; but I am 
very much afraid that the collective goodness of all 
my relatives was more than balanced by my in- 
dividual depravity. I have heard my moUier say — 
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14 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

and it has never occurred to me to doubt it — that 
the first use I made of my legs after I learned the 
art of locomotion, was to walk straight into a scrape. 
It is a habit I have not dropped with increase of 
years. 

Now, however, I had for the first time a companion 
who, like myself, appeared to be happiest when in 
trouble, and for the next two years Alec and I con- 
tinued to live in a state of intermittent rebellion 
against those in authority. We both hankered 
after excitement, and the pursuit of it continually 
led us into hot water. Now it would be a scuffle 
with his lordship's men for snaring his lordship's 
grouse, now a brawl in a tavern, and now a threat 
of severe punishment for scaring half the town with 
a turnip lantern on a dark winter's night Once we 
went off for a whole week, and lived like conies 
among the hills ; and on another occasion we hid 
ourselves in a ship's hold, and sailed down to Scar- 
borough in her, and then tramped the whole way 
back over the moors on foot. 

Adventures like these cemented our friendship, 
and taught us to be quick and ready in emet^encies, 
but they did not tend to increase our popularity with 
those in authority ; and to such an extent did our 
.ill-repute spread that when anything went wrong, or 
any evil was committed of which the perpetrators 
were not at once discovered, every finger pointed to 
Alexander Ireland and* John Topp as the culprits. 
And truth to tell, these judicial digits did not often 
point askew. 
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GOLDMAKING 15 

Alec indeed pursued his studies with some amount 
of diligence ; but as for me, the perpetual war which 
I waged with the schoolmaster was far too bitter to 
admit of my profiting by his efforts to instruct me. 
I increased therefore in very little except stature, but 
in that I bid fair to be pre-eminent in Whitby. 

My eventual sudden departure from the town was 
caused by the unexpected boiling-over of a pan of 
water ; and this is how it came about. 

I had gone to see my sweetheart Inez, and Alec 
had as usual accompanied me. He still took great 
pleasure in the sea-songs she used to sing to us ; and 
besides, his presence was a help to our love-making, 
as he was always willing to converse with Dame 
Garrat, and so divert her attention from Inez and me 
when we happened to wish to speak of anything of 
an especially private nature. We had a pre-arranged 
system of signals by which I could always let him 
know when I wanted him to talk louder than usual ; 
and to tell the truth, our knowledge of the code was 
in no danger of growing rusty from want of use. 

On this particular night, however, the conversation 
had been of other times and places than our own. 
We had been discussing the marvellous wealth of 
the New World, and Alec and I had fought a wordy 
battle about the relative merits of glory and gold. 
He was all for glory, and I was for gold first, and 
glory only as an afterthought when the gold was safe 
below hatches. 

" Jack," said Inez to me when Alec and I had, in 
our despair of converting one another, come to a con- 
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16 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

tro ve r si al deadlock, '' there are other ways of making 
gold than by fighting for it" 

•* Yes, sweetheart, I know there are," I answered ; 
'' but you would not have me become a smug-foced 
merchant" 

" No ; but there are other ways still." 

"How?" 

" By alchemy." 

« The devil's work ! " I cried. 

** My father's work, Jack," replied Inez gravely. 

" Yes, sweetheart, and I wish it were not," I b^;an, 
when Alec interrupted me. 

" Jack, my boy, you're a fool. How can the devil 
have ansrthing to do with it ? The trade's respectable 
enough, though it doesn't seem to be very profitable 
to its professors — a sure sign, by the way, that it's 
an honest one." 

" Jack," said Inez, " will you see for yourself? " 

" Visit Don Miguel at his work ? " 

•*Yes." 

''Not II" I said with a shudder; "I should 
expect to be enchanted." 

Alec, however, chaffed me for my superstitious 
fears, and said that nothing would please him better 
than to see how the work was done. Now to be 
called a coward in the hearing of my sweetheart was 
naturally more than I could stand, so I told Alec I 
would go with him. 

Inez said there was a window in the pantry from 
which we could see Don Miguel's laboratory without 
his knowing that anyone was watching him, so we 
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GOLDMAKING 17 

stationed ourselves there. Alec was all curiosity to 
see what was going on, but though I tried to conceal 
my fears, I was horribly afraid that some unholy 
sight would meet my eyes. From my cradle I have 
b^n taught that it is always safest to shun the 
devil and his works, and I believe it to be a 
thoroughly good rule. 

Don Miguel's laboratory was a fearsome place. 
There were rows upon rows of retorts and flasks of 
various quaint shapes; shelves with big, dusty, 
learned-looking books on them ; cases of bottles 
containing tinctures of various colours, both dull 
and bright; charcoal furnaces, and steaming vats 
of bubbling liquids. The floor was marked out 
into arcs, circles, triangles, and every sort of un- 
canny geometrical figure ; and one comer of the 
room was entirely filled by a large blast furnace, 
over which Don Miguel was leaning, intently watch- 
ing some substance that was hissing and gui^ling 
in an earthenware crucible. 

I thought I had never gazed upon such an unholy 
scene. 

As we watched we saw that a critical point in 
the process had been reached. The Spaniard 
was trembling and muttering as he peered into 
the crucible whenever the dragon's breath of the 
furnace gave him light; and though we could 
not hear what he said, it was perfectly clear that 
he was wildly excited ; unless, perhaps, it was the 
working of madness that we saw. 

By and by he seemed to see the sign for which he 
B 
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was looking. With a low cry of delight, more like 
the yapping of a dog than anything else, he stopped 
the furnace blast, and lit a rushlight candle. Then 
he took the crucible from the flames and poured the 
contents into another vessel. 

For four or five minutes he held it up to the light, 
and during all that time, as he watched the silent 
workings of the hell-broth in the vessel, I never once 
saw his eyelids blink. Then he gave a wild, un- 
earthly yell of delight, which made my very marrow 
run cold as though a tub of water had been thrown 
over me, and as his excited utterance became louder 
we could now hear what he said : — 

"It turns! it turns! The colour! the lovely 
blood-red colour! See how it rises, red showing 
through the green! Success has come to me at 
last, and to-morrow I shall have gold ! Gold ! gold ! ! 
gold! ! !" 

At this moment one of the flasks that had been 
gurgling and spluttering in another comer suddenly 
boiled over, and the liquid fell hissing on to the 
charcoal embers. A cloud of steam rose into the 
air, and at the sight, my overstrained nerves could 
bear the tension no longer, and I uttered a sharp 
cry. 

The Spaniard heard it and it made him start 
involuntarily. Some of the decoction in the vessel 
he was holding splashed over and burnt his hand. 
With a yell of pain he let the vessel fall, and the 
precious essence was spilt on the floor, over which it 
ran in an oily stream, burning with a blue sulphurous 
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flame. He looked up at the window, saw our white 
scared faces peering at him, and with another yell, of 
rage this time, he snatched up a sword that was 
lying on a table and made for the door. 

" Fly, Jack, fly ! He'll murder you ! " cried Inez, 
as she pushed me away from the window. 

I snatched a hurried kiss and fled, and Alec with 
me. 

Down the lane we ran with all the speed that fear 
gave us, and Don Miguel hard on our heels. We 
gained on him slightly, and taking advantage of the 
darkness, doubled and crouched down under the side 
of a haystack. He did not see our manoeuvre, and 
we breathed more freely as the sound of his footsteps 
grew fainter in the distance. 

" A near shave, that ! " I said, as we made over 
some fields to avoid meeting the Spaniard as he 
returned. 

" Yes," replied Alec, " but why did you run ? " 

" For the same reason as you did, I suppose," I 
answered, somewhat surlily. 

•'Afraid?" 

*' Yes, afraid. What of it ? " 

« It isn't like John Topp." 

" John Topp fears no man," I said sharply ; " but 
the devil I won't tackle." 

"Jack, your superstition is childish," said Alec, 
gravely. "An angry Spaniard was the only devil 
I could see." 

" Then for the matter of that, why did you run ? " 

" Partly because you did." 
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''Thanks! and the other reason? The angiy 
Spaniard, eh ? " I said, with a sneer. 

" Yes Jack, the angry Spaniard." 

"Then which of us is the coward, I'd like to 
know ; you or I ? I run from the devil, and Fm 
not ashamed to own it ; you run from a man, 
because he's angry and has a sword in his hand, and 
apparently you are not ashamed to own that" 

" That was not my reason," said Alec 

" No ? Then what was it ? Surely a very cunning 
one, for I quite fail to see it" It was my turn now, 
I thought 

" He's your sweetheart's father," replied Alec, 
simply. 

I stopped dead. " Alec," I said, " I give you leave 
to hit me as hard as you like, straight from the 
shoulder, here on my blundering, stupid mouth ; — a 
straight left-hander, mind I And I promise you I 
won't return the blow." 

" No, thanks," replied Alec, with a laugh. 

" I wish you would," I answered, penitently. " I 
deserve it for venturing to speak of cowardice and 
Alec Ireland in the same breath. Can you forgive 
me?" 

" Of course I do," said Alec, with another laugh, 
and he wouldn't let me say another word about it 
I saw though that he was hurt, and no wonder. 
When a man is acting from motives of pure chivalry, 
it is hard that his own sworn shipmate should accuse 
him of cowardice. I was thoroughly ashamed of 
myself, and even now the only excuse I can make 
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for my dislo)^l suspicions, is that the fearsome scene 
we had witnessed in the alchemist's laboratory had 
so scared me that I did not rightly know what I 
was saying. 

Ifs a thin excuse though, at the best. 
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CHAPTER III 

WILLIE TREHALION, BO'SUN 

*• /^NE eye, one hand, and an otter-skin cap." 
y<J That is my earliest recollection of Willie 
Trehalion. 

Our first meeting took place when I was quite 
a youngster. He had come up to the vicarage on 
some errand or other, and when I told him my father 
was out, he said he would wait, and offered to pass 
the time in telling me a story for a pot of ale. 
I remember well, even now, how he gambled at 
the poorness of the liquor I gave him ; and to 
tell the truth, our small beer was exceedingly 
small. 

On those occasions Willie was generous enough 
to admit that I could not fairly be blamed for the 
weakness of the brew, and would sit down on the bench 
outside the kitchen door, where, to pay for his drink, 
he would spin me such wonderful yams of floating 
islands on which there lived magicians who sold 
winds, of mermaids and sea serpents, and other 
marvels of the deep, all of which he had himself 
seen in his travels, that I hung upon his words and 
thought him the greatest hero I had ever seen. And 
afterwards whenever I met his squat, square figure 
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rolling down the street he always had a nod or a 
cheery " How goes it, my young master?" for me — 
a piece of condescension which gave me more plea- 
sure than did the most extravagant praise from any 
other quarter. 

That my estimate of Willie's qualities was not 
altogether accurate was proved by the manner of 
his leaving Whitby. 

One night, in a frolicsome mood, engendered no 
doubt, by liquors more potent than the vicarage beer, 
he attempted to break the constable's head. He had 
to sit in the stocks next day as a penalty for his 
joke, and thereafter disappeared from the town ; 
and though I did not see him again for nearly eight 
years, I remembered his stories. But the man him- 
self became a hazy phantom in imy mind, until I 
met him again on«the day after our adventure with 
the alchemist 

About mid-day Don Miguel had called at the 
vicarage, and asked to see my father. They were 
closeted together for a long time ; and as I began 
to fear that this conjunction of the church with 
one of the devil's own favourites boded ill for my 
comfort presently, I went to tell Alec. 

" Well," said he, " what can we do ? We shall 
just have to take our punishment" 

" Yes, I suppose so," said I, " but if I've to be 
punished, I don't see why I shouldn't have some 
fun first ; and in any case it would be a shame to 
waste a fine afternoon like this at school." 

" I does seem a pity," he replied, " and it will 
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be vei^ hot and wearisome, with nothing to do but 
to pester old Prosody in his after-dinner sleep. 
G)me on ; let's do something else." 

" Right What shall we do ? " 

"Fish." 

" The very thing 1 Then I can take a salmon 
as a present to Dame Garrat in the evening. She's 
apt to get sharp-tongued if I go too often empty- 
handed to see Inez." 

So we borrowed a boat and a net and set up the 
river at the second hour of the flood. We had just 
grounded our boat on the bank near the high bluff 
where the stream turns off to the north, and were 
busy making fast one end of our net on the shore, 
when we noticed that a stranger had taken up his 
quarters on the opposite bank. 

He was a short, dark, sturdy man in the dress of 
a sailor. He wore loose knee-breeches with a short 
canvas smock over them, coarse blue worsted stock- 
ings, and shoes latched with brass buckles. Round 
his waist was a broad leather belt, into which was 
stuck a bone-handled sheath knife; on his upper 
spars was a huge brown, wide-sleeved, wide-skirted 
coat, with the tails looped up to be out of the way ; 
and on his head was a cap of brown skin. He was 
standing in a twenty foot boat, which he had fitted 
with a house of canvas and wood, and was finishing 
his work by giving it all a generous coat of tar. 

The figure seemed somehow familiar to me, and 
when I saw that the tar-pot hung from a hook which 
had been substituted for a right hand, the feeling 
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that I ought to know the man grew stronger. 
Suddenly he broke out into a song, accompanying 
himself by beating a tattoo with the tar-brush on 
the top of the cabin. The song was one I frequently 
had heard Willie Trehalion bawl through the Whitl^ 
streets years ^o, and it supplied at once the missing 
clue in my memory. 

Hack away, 

Plunder / {Rap with iar-brush.) 
Gather all the valuables you can. 

Comeback, 

Nothing lack. 

Thunder/ {Rap.) 
Scatter all the money Uke a man^ 

This one verse was solo and chorus both, and to 
b^n singing the song was very much like starting 
to roll a big stone downhill ; it was easy to start, 
but almost impossible to stop, till the voice, like the 
slope, was exhausted 

^ Willie Trehalion, ahoy I " I cried, and the singer 
tamed round to see who was calling. 

He had not altered one jot since I saw him last 
His face was browned by the sun, wrinkled by the 
winds, and purpled by strong liquors, and as this 
richness of colouring was in strong contrast to the 
rest of his head, which, underneath the protecting 
otter-skin cap, was as round and smooth as an ivory 
ball, the effect of the whole was distinctly striking. 
Add to this background of purple and white a 
globular blue nose, a jag for a mouth, an irregular 
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depression where the right eye should have been, 
and (always remembering the iron hook for a right 
hand), you have a fairly faithful picture of Willie 
Trehalion, bo'sun. 

We pulled across to him, shooting the salmon net 
as we went 

"How goes it, Willie?" I cried "Don't you 
remember me ? " 

" Master Topp, I warrant me ! Growed to a stout 
lad since I see'd thee last, master, but the same face 
as Willie Trehalion left eight years ^o last gull-egg 
season. It'll be scraped wi' a razor afore long, trust 
me. And who be this ? " 

" My sworn shipmate, Willie." 

" Sarvice to you, master ; and his'^name, if I may 
be so bold?" 

" Alexander Ireland," I said. " Came to Whitby 
since you left" 

Willie started when I told him the name, and I 
saw his solitaty eye scanning Alec all over, as if he 
expected to see something familiar in him. 

" Any manner o* kin to Cap'n Harry Ireland what 
was lost on the Spanish Main ? " 

"Son," said Alec 

"Put it there!" cried the sailor, moistening his 
leathern fist and holding it out for Alec to grasp. 
" Put it there ! If a young gentleman like you 
ain't too proud. I sailed under your father, lad." 

"Sailed with my father?" exclaimed Alec ex- 
citedly. " Then you can tell me about him." 

" That I can. I sailed with him to the Barbary 
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coast and back, just afore he left London river for 
the Spanish Main. It was a r'yal voyage we made, 
and good for him if he'd been content with what 
was brought home then. But he was always a 
venturesome man was Cap'n Ireland, and his search 
for Manoa proved to be his last voyage, poor body." 

" Tell me about it," said Alec eagerly, and I could 
see that his face was flushed with excitement at the 
prospect of hearing news of his father. 

^' We went out to the Barbary coast with about 
ten pedlar's packs o' beads an' gee-gaws, along with 
some old risted nails an' a few score o' barrel-hoops ; 
an' we came back with a cai^o as a Jew would sell 
his beard for a look at Such a cai^o I Gould dust, 
an' gould peas, an' gould pebbles, an' ornaments o' 
gould, an' a great gould kettle big enough to stew a 
goat in, that Cap'n Ireland gave to the Queen's own 
Majesty. I tell 'ee there was gould enough to fill 
this boat o' mine three times over. Why there was 
a many of us as selled the ragged old dotibes off our 
backs, let alone what was stowed away In the chests ; 
and some even would have traded the weapons of 
the ship if Cap'n Ireland hadn't stopped them. 
Elephants' teeth there was, some black with ^e, 
an* some still bloody from their moorings ; an' river- 
horses' teeth, an' other things, as I disremember the 
outlandish names of. An' when we left, the King o' 
the Blacks fell a-blubberin' because we had nothing 
more to sell him. 

'' A right swift passage we ipade of it home, too. 
Fifty-eight days out of the Barbary river — never an 
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hour more — when our anchor was dropped again in 
honest Thames mud. An' when the merchants came 
aboard wi' their clerks, an' the news was spread on 
shore, the bells was set a-ringing out o' sympathy 
wi' our good fortune. It was a r'yal voyage for 
sure I" 

^ And afterwards ? " asked Alec, when the boat- 
swain stopped. 

*• Afterwards? Why, afterwards we went and 
spent our money like men. No more work for a 
spell, so off we set ashore. We lived like emperors, 
sparin' nothing we wanted ; some for a week, some 
o' the thrifty ones even longer. You should ha' seen 
us 1 settin' casks o' good ale abroach for everyone 
to drink your father's health, young sir ; an' deckin' 
the girls wi' ribbons till they Ipoked like a lot o' 
laughin' rainbows. Eh, but those were meny 
days I " 

''But my father," said Alec impatiently, ''what 
ofhim?" 

Willie's single eye dwelt for a second on the 
questioner's face, and then turned away. 

" Best draw your net, masters, afore you hear any 
more o' the yam," he pronounced. " Tide's ebbing 
fast, an' youll have a tough job to get across as 
it is." 

Absorbed by the interest of Willie's story, we had 
quite forgotten about our fishing; and now the 
rapidly ebbing tide gave us considerable difficulty 
in hauling in our net The catch, however, was a 
good one; seven very fair fish, and one twenty- 
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pounder which I resolved should go as a peace- 
offering to the Spaniard's housekeeper. 

There was a small grate in the cabin of Willie's 
boat, and we soon had the rich red salmon steaks 
toasting before it. 

The scent of the cooking brought an addition to 
the party. A gaunt, long-legged, black cat put his 
nose round the door, and leered at Alec and me with 
such an evil expression that we involuntarily shrank 
back ; and I at least had uncomfortable recollections of 
the stories I had heard of witches and of the Evil Eye. 
A cat may be a mere cat and nothing more ; but the 
other sort are much the same to look at, and I had 
no particular fancy for being hurried away on a 
broomstick to attend a witches' Sabbath. 

Willie noticed my consternation and broke out 
into a roar of laughter. 

'^Ha, ha! Master Topp; afraid of Nep I see. 
Come Nep, there's a compliment for you ! You've 
scared the young gentleman with yer pretty smile. 
No need to fear him, my lads ; if there ever was 
any witchery in him the salt water has washed it all 
out by now. Nep's been half over the world with 
me, and you might rub him in the dark for a week 
without gettin' a spark out of him." 

That was all very well, but when Nep set up the 
brine-stiffened brisdes on his tail, and arching his 
back spat and swore at me through his js^ged teeth, 
all because I moved my twenty-pounder out of his 
reach, I thought it advisable to rap out a piece of 
Latin just by the way of precaution. Nep, however, 
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was nothing more than he seemed, and in later days 
we became shipmates and firm friends, though it 
took some time before I became sufficiently ac- 
customed to his eccentricities to be able to pass 
him without a shudder. 

When the steaks were cooked the boatswain pro- 
duced from one of his lockers a little canvas bag of 
spices, and from another some rough wooden plates ; 
and whilst we set to with our knives, Nep did the 
same with his teeth, growling vigorously to show his 
satisfaction, though I had previously taken the pre- 
caution to sign a surreptitious cross over the share 
that Willie gave him. We made a hearty meal, and 
Willie, after he had with sailor-like tidiness stowed 
eversrthing back into its place, tucked himself com- 
fortably into a comer of the cabin, took the cat on 
his knee, and advised us to follow his example, and 
to enjoy forty winks to help our digestion. 

" But you haven't yet told me about my father," 
objected Alea 

"Your father, young sir," said Willie, solemnly, 
" sailed once more for the Spanish Main in searBi of 
the golden city of Manoa ; and of him, and of the 
company o* brave lads as went with him, never a 
word has been heard to this day." 

Alec was silent for a few moments, and neither 
Willie nor I cared to interrupt his thoughts. 

" I don't believe my father is dead," he said at 
length. 

" Ma)rhap not," answered Willie ; " but if he hain't, 
why, then, he's in the Inquisition's claws, an' that's 
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nigh upon the same thing, for you'll never set eyes 
on him again ; though it's sorry I be to have to say 
such a word to you." 

" Jack," said Alec solemnly, taking my hand, " I 
shall search for my father, and I know that some day 
I shall meet him again — but how ? — I wonder how ? " 

" I'm with you. Alec," I whispered. 

Willie had been watching us narrowly, with a smile 
of half-doubting approval seaming his face. Now he 
spoke. 

" Well, well, lads, if ever you do start to throw 
away your lives on sich a fool's quest just let Willie 
Trehalion know, an' mebbe he'll ship wi' you as 
boatswain. Cap'n Harry Ireland was the best cap'n 
that ever stepped, an' I'm thinking that this old tar 
can't do better than take sarvice under his son. 
But yell never find yer father, lad. Manoa has 
led many besides him to their graves, an' mebbe 11 
be the death o' a few more yet before it's found." 

Three days had passed since our adventure in 
Don Miguel's house, and as I had heard no more 
about the broken crucible, I began to hope that if 
there had been a storm, it had blown over. 

But on the fourth morning, after breakfast, my 
father told me to follow him into his study, and I 
guessed that an uncomfortable half hour was in store 
for me. I was not wrong. 

" John," said my father, " what were you doing at 
Don Miguel's house three nights ago ? " 

" I went to see Inez," I replied, trembling but 
defiant 
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" Do you ojften go ? " 

"Yes, father." 

"Why?" 

He was looking at me so gravely, and he spoke so 
quietly, that I knew he was very angry. I diought, 
however, that the boldest course was die best ; so I 
spoke the plain truth. 

" Because Inez is my sweetheart" 

" Your sweetheart ? H'm ! " And he stared at 
me harder than ever. 

" Yes, father," I said, twirling my cap in my fingers 
nervously, " and — and I want to marry her." 

"Oh ! is that so? How old are you? " 

" I'm in my nineteenth year." 

" Quite true, quite true. Your statements are 
generally reliable, John. It is your one good point 
But I may remind you that it is also true that you 
celebrated your eighteenth birthday just a month 
ago. You'd forgotten that for the moment ? " 

" No, father." 

" No ? Well, just for the sake of argument we 
will say that you are eighteen. Rather young to 
marry isn't it ? " 

'• Yes, father," I answered, " but " 

" Never mind the ' but,' John. You are too young 
to marry, so that's one point against you. Now, 
how do you propose to support a wife ? Pardon my 
asking ; it's a very pertinent question." 

" I thought that perhaps you " 

" Well, out with it, John. You thought periiaps 
that I " 
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^ That yon would set me up in some business." 

" Good ! I was afraid you were going to suggest 
that I might share my income with you, but Tm glad 
to find that I misjudged you. Let me see, what sort 
of business should you prefer ? A fisherman's ? You 
shake your head. A poacher's ? No ? Well I'm 
afraid I can't think of anything else for which you 
are suited. It is very sad, but really I don't think 
you can support a wife at present Point number 
two, John ! " 

** But, father " 

** Wait a minute ; I have two more points to urge 
yet, and then you can have your say. Point number 
three ; the lady is a foreigner. Point number four ; 
I have other views for you. Now let me hear what 
you have to uige on your side." 

" I love Inez." 

«Ah! And ?" 

** She loves me." 

"And ?" 

" Nothing else." 

" Well, John, they are both no doubt very cogent 
reasons (I shouldn't advise you to trust too much to 
the second by the way), but I'm afraid they are not 
sufficient Now, sir, listen to me. You are an idle, 
good-for-nothing scamp, and from every side I hear 
none but bad reports of you. You and your com- 
panion in mischief, Alexander Ireland, are a disgrace 
to the town. Don Miguel tells me that you utterly 
ruined an experiment of his which had taken him 
months of constant work, and had cost him a large 

C 
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sum of money. He had just brought it to a successful 
conclusion when you caused him to spill his precious 
liquid on the floor, and he demands that I shall make 
good the damage. What do you say to that ? " 

" That you won't do it," I answered ; for I knew 
my father. 

" Well, no. I don't consider that he was engaged 
on lawful work, so I shall refuse to pay. But that is 
not the point Your conduct is simply disgraceful, 
and I have resolved to put a stop to it I have 
obtained a sizarship for you at Clare Hall, Cambridge, 
and you shall start off there in two days." 

" But I want to go to sea," I cried. 

" I choose that you shall not" 

" Am I to be a parson then ? " 

" Certainly. Have you any objection ? " 

" I hate the work," I said sullenly. 

" Oh ! That's unfortunate, but I'm afraid I can't 
alter my decision. Now go ; and remember I for- 
bid you to speak again to Don Miguel's daughter." 

"But, father " 

'* This discussion is at an end." 

Thus it happened that two days after the con- 
versation with my father I was on my way to 
Cambridge, condemned to fit myself by hard study 
for the calling of a parson. 

My father was inexorable. The life, he said, had 
proved a congenial one to my ten brothers, and must 
therefore be the best for me too. I combated the 
theory vigorously, but without producing any effect 
on his mind ; so I had to submit, and go. 
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My father bought me a rough little galloway, and 
having escorted me to the town boundaries, and seen 
me fairly started on the road to York, gave me a 
paternal blessing and a not too heavy purse, and 
then turned back home. 

It was the last time I saw him ; for when, years 
afterwards, I returned to Whitby, he was dead. He 
was a good father to me, though in those days I 
used not to think so. But he lived by rule himself, 
and so he would have had the rest of us do the 
same ; and from that effort on his part arose what- 
ever there was of trouble among us. From what I 
have seen in the case of other families, I should 
im^ne that we were not in this respect unique. 

It was with a heavy heart thumping beneath my 
jacket that I rode slowly along the Queen's highway. 
I was separated from my sworn shipmate ; I was 
going to a life that in the prospect I loathed ; and I 
had not been allowed to see my sweetheart, even to 
say good-bye ; sufficient reasons all of them for 
gloomy thoughts. 

My meditations, iiowever, received a somewhat 
rude interruption. I had let the reins fall on my 
horse's neck, and he was jogging along quietly widi 
very little guidance from me, when the sound of 
something moving in the hedge at the side of the 
road made him swerve violently to the other side 
and start suddenly forward. I was taken unpre- 
pared, and being an unskilful horseman at the best 
of times, was deposited with more violence than 
grace on my back in the middle of the road. I 
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lay there for a few seconds dazed with the shaking, 
and when I got up and looked about me to see 
what had caused my uncomfortably rapid dismount, 
there was Alec standing looking at me, with his 
face all twisted up in the effort to look concerned, 
when as a matter of fact he was shaking with laughter 
at my undignified manoeuvre. 

" Hurt, Jack ? " he said at length, with exaggerated 
solemnity. 

"No," I answered shortly. "Was it you who 
frightened my horse ? " 

" I suppose so ; but as you're not hurt it does not 
matter." 

" Doesn't it ? It only means that I shall have 
a pretty chase before I catch him again. That's 
nothing, is it ? " 

" Willie has caught him," said Alea 

" Willie Trehalion here, too ! " 

"Yes. Oh Jack, you did look ridiculous! To 
see your big, lumbering carcase roll over the horse's 
tail was a sight for little fishes. Don't be angry, 
but I can't help laughing." 

" Oh, pray go on," I answered loftily, and turned 
to take my horse from Willie Trehalion, who had 
come up while we were talking. 

When I saw that his face, too, wore a comically 
deprecating look of amusement, I was just banning 
to lose my temper with them both, when the thought 
of the ludicrous figure I must have presented struck 
me forcibly. My anger suddenly melted, and I 
latched as heartily as either of them. 
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" Come, Master Topp," said WUlie when we found 
oar breath again, ** better to laugh even if the joke's 
agin yourself, than to wear that glum face you were 
carryin' before we came an' upset your gjravity. You 
might have been attendin' your own funeral by the 
look o' you." 

"Did you give Inez my message?" I asked, 
turning to Alec 

•* Yes, and very nearly fell foul of the Spaniard in 
doing it I just managed to avoid him though." 

"What did she say?" 

"Sheened." 

" But the message; didn't she send me a message ?" 
I asked impatiently. 

"No," said Alec innocently; "did you expect 
one ? " And then seeing my look of disappointment, 
he added quickly ; " There Jack, I won't tease you 
longer. She didn't send a message, but she did 
better ; she gave me a letter for you." 

Now I don't intend to tell what was in that 
letter. It was the first one I ever received from my 
sweetheart, and it kept me happy for the rest of 
the joumeyi Need I say more ? 

They waited patiently till I had finished read- 
ing, and then Alec asked me what my plans 
were. 

"Cambridge, I suppose," I answered ruefully. 

" Parson ? " he ask^ with a mischievous grin. 

" So my father says." 

" Are you quite resigned to your fate ? " 

"Resigned I" I cried impetuously. "No; but 
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now that Fm separated from Inez and you, I don't 
much care." 

'* I am your sworn shipmate, Jack. Don't forget 
that" 

'' I don't forget it, Alec," I said, taking his hand. 

" Pardon me, I think you do." 

"How?" 

" You say that we shall be separated." 

" Well, so we shall. Cambridge and Whitby are 
surely far enough apart" 

" I'm coming with you." 

" Alec ! Do you mean it ? " I cried in delight 

" Never desart a sworn shipmate. Master Topp," 
put in Willie Trehalion, sententiously. 

" Yes, I'm coming," said Alec ; " but I don't mean 
to turn parson for all that" 

"Wish I needn't," I grumbled. 

"Why need you?" 

"Father's commands. What else takes me to 
Cambridge?" 

" Why go to Cambridge at all ? I don't mean to." 

" What ? " I cried, " I thought you said you were 
coming with me." 

" So I am ; but not to Cambridge." 

"Where, then?" 

"London." 

"To London! What for? I don't understand 
you. Alec." 

" London is a port" 

"Well?" 

" Ports contain ships ; ships go to sea ; zef^ go to 
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sea. It's simple enough. Why Jack, you don't 
mean to say you are willing to give up our plan of 
a sea-faring life without a struggle ? " 

^ No," I said ; '' but I hadn't a thought of running 
away to sea." 

"Why not? You'll never go in any other way, 
if your father is set on putting you into the Church. 
Now is the time to take our fortunes into our own 
hands." 

"But Alec " 

"WiUyoudoit?" 

I thought for a moment before I answered. A 
vision of the dull round of books and lectures that 
was waiting for me at Cambridge rose before my 
eyes. I had just succeeded in throwing off the 
bondage of one schoolmaster, and it seemed to me 
that I was on my way to put myself into the power 
of seven others, worse than the first 

That thought decided me. " Yes," I said, " I will 
go with you." 

Now during this discussion Willie Trehalion had 
been darting questioning glances at us out of his 
solitary eye, and rubbing his fur cap reflectively 
backwards and forwards on his bald pate with his 
hook, a habit he had when anything was exercising 
his mind. 

"Masters," he said, shaking his head vigorously, 
" it won't do. 'Tis ten thousand shames, I allow, 
that a lad like you. Master Topp, should be made 
a parson, and never wear iron except to cut his meat 
with ; but don't go agin' your father, lad ! No good 
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ever came o' doing that You'll be a gould-hunter 
some day, sure enough, and Master Ireland here a 
Spaniard killer ; but wait till the proper time comes. 
Makin' a scholar o' yourself '11 do you no hami, though 
they do say, * Better go to sea on a Friday than 
sail under a cap'n as has book-leaminV Seems, to 
me, though, that it*s the man as is to blame, and 
not the learning ; an' nobody can deny that scraps 
o' Latin scattered through a bold speech '11 do a 
lot to hearten men up when they're down. . So 
Willie Trehalion's advice to you is to obey your 
father's orders just now, an' if you keep up a stout 
heart, an' wait for your chance to come to you, you'll 
slip the cassock an' live to rob the Spaniard yet" 

This speech of Willie's was a damper on our 
enthusiasm. We knew that he was thoroughly loyal 
to both of us, and his advice was on that account 
worth consideration. We argued the matter out, 
and in the end it was decided that I should at once 
set out for Cambridge. I promised to wait a day 
or two at York, and Alec would meanwhile try to 
get his guardian's consent to accompany me to Cam- 
bridge. If he succeeded, well and good ; if not, 
he would still join me at York, and we would cany 
out our original plan of going to sea. 

Willie demurred to this, but in the end he agreed 
to the compromise. And when we parted he gave 
me to wear round my neck a charm which he had 
brought from the Barbary coast — a certain preven- 
tive, he assured me, against witchery of all kinds. 
When we said ''good-bye" we stood in the road, 
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joined hands, and sang three times the verse of 
Willie's sea-song, '' Sail away, hack away, plunder i " 
and thus we parted. 

On the third day after this Alec joined me at 
York, and announced that his uncle — who was his 
guardian — ^had given him leave to accompany me. 
So to Cambridge we went, but in the end it made 
little difference. Alec made good use of his oppor- 
tunities for acquiring knowledge, but a prolonged 
coui::3e of rioting and idleness made Clare Hall too hot 
to hold me. I had not been in Cambridge two months 
when the inconvenient attentions of the University 
Proctors made it necessary for me to leave hurriedly. 
Alec said he would not stay alone, so one night we 
fled, with the Proctor's men after us. We eluded 
them by swimming across the river, and without 
getting into more than an average number of scrapes 
on the road, made our way to London. 

Three days in this city sufficed to exhaust our 
small stock of money, and there was only one course 
left open to us. Fortunately it was the one we both 
most wished to follow. 

In a low-roofed tavern parlour in Wapping, we 
entered into conversation with a g^narled old ship- 
master, whom we found drinking strong ale with a 
toast in it, and crunching raw onions as though [they 
were aromatic sweetmeats. To him we confided 
our wish. 

" Want to go to sea, eh?" he growled. "Well, 
it's a dog's life at first, and not much better after. 
Rancid salt pork to eat, and not a savoury morsel 
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like this here onion to be had for love or money. 
Hard work, hard knocks, and scurvy ; that's what 
you'll get If you're extra strong, you may stand 
it ; if not, better steal a ^heep and get comfortably 
hanged ashore." 

And so he went maundering on ; but finally, as 
he was shorthanded, he agreed to take us as ordinary 
seamen, promising promotion when we deserved it 

On that very night we were entered on the books 
of the brig Surrey Hills^ and our life of adventure 
was b^[un. . 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE FIGHT AT VIGO BAY 

THE brig Surrey Hills was engaged in the 
Venetian trade, and did the double voyage 
twice a year. Her owner was Master Simmonds, of 
the Cheap; and a good servant she had been to 
him, having fought her way backwards and forwards 
between London and Venice against the united 
forces of wind, waves, and picaroons for nearly five- 
and-forty years, as the evidence of many a scar on 
die timbers of her hull and on the faces of her crew 
could prove. 

Our first voyage out was a thoroughly prosperous 
one. Even the dreaded Bay of Biscay was for once 
as quiet as the most timorous landsman could have 
wished. Arrived at Venice, we bartered our homely 
English goods for a cargo of fine glass and ironwork 
from the workshops of the Water City, and for curious 
stufis and perfumes which its traders had brought 
from die far lands of Ind, Araby, and Cathay. 

During the voyage home, too, our luck stuck to 
u& We had a fair wind the whole way, and the 
words, " Trim sails, the watch ! " hardly once fell on 
our ears. Wonderful good fortune this, but it cost 
our captain the greater part of his crew, who declared 
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that the ship was bewitched, and I was more than 
half-inclined to agree with them. 

When we were lying at Venice our captain went 
to a Finn who dealt in charms, and for the sum of 
nineteen ducats bought from him that which would 
raise a favouring gale. It was wrapped in a skin 
case marked all over with cabalistic designs whose 
meaning none of us understood. What it contained 
I cannot say, for no man on the brig dared to risk 
his eyesight by gazing at the wizard's charm after 
its maker had warned him to keep aloof But this 
I know, that while that bag was nailed to the mast-* 
head we never wanted for a fair wind to waft us 
home. 

Yet there were signs that the Eye above saw with 
anger the magical device that eased us of the just 
labours of sea-working. Almost every night, whilst 
we were in the more southern latitudes, pale blue 
lights would fly down to us out of the dstrkness and 
perch on yardarm or masthead. They were Corpos 
Santos — ^holy bodies — and we knew that they had 
come to thnsaten, and not to protect, for when we 
greeted them with a psalm they held their places as 
though they did not hear a word of our singing. 

We younger ones gazed at the omens with wonder, 
and little more, but the older seamen were strangely 
disquieted by them, and as soon as we had dropped 
anchor in the Thames, and the wages had been paid, 
more than twenty of them left the ship for good. I 
would have followed them, for I trusted to their 
older experience in such things, but Alec, as usual 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



THE FIGHT AT VIGO BAY 45 

ridiculed my superstition, and said he meant to stay. 
So I had to stifle my qualms and stay too. 

We were rewarded for our boldness, for the captain 
not only appointed us to vacant officerships, and 
housed us in the after-house, but undertook to teach 
us all the mysteries of navigation and seamanship, so 
that at the end of the voyage we were either of us 
competent to take the command of a vessel ourselves. 
And thus in the event it proved that our captain's 
deal with the devil was the beginning of our rapid 
rise in the calling we had chosen. 

We stuck to the Surrey Hills for several vo)^es 
after this, until at last she suffered so much in a brush 
with a couple of piratical rascals from Sallee that, 
though we beat them oS after a tough battle, the 
ship was so much knocked about, that on our return 
home she was pronounced unfit for another voyage. 
And so we were out of a berth. Alec would have 
shipped from the Thames again for foreign parts at 
once, but I suggested that we should have a run on 
shore first, so we stayed a few days in London, and 
finding that our money was melting too fast, we set 
out on a foot journey round the Southern ports. 

It was when we reached Bristol, that the emptiness 
of our purses compelled us to take ship once more. 
We got berths on board the Severn there, and had 
to sail at once, but our vessel had not got clear of 
the red waves of the Bristol Channel when— opposite 
Bideford, if my memory does not fail me — an accident 
befel her which gave us another step up the ladder 
of fortune. Our captain died of a stroke. Alec, 
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who had been deep-sea pilot, at once took charge, and 
I became the second in command. So far, at least, 
we could not grumble at the way Fate had treated us. 

Our cargo was a mixed one for Vigo Bay, and 
after a good voyage out we landed it there, and 
took in Spanish wines in return. While the lading 
was going on, we had plenty of time to spend on 
shore. Like most sailors we were fond of a ride on 
horseback, so Alec and I hired horses and rode out 
of the town. 

It was while riding half a league out of the town 
that we next saw Inez. I did not know her at first, 
but Alec and I were not the men to let two men and 
a girl drive past us, the men holding the girl down 
in the carriage and swearing at her, and the girl 
crying to us and waving her hand, without making 
an attempt to help her. 

" Something wrong here. Alec," I exclaimed ; but 
Alec had already turned and was riding hard after 
them. I followed, and after a chase of about a mile 
we came up with them. We whipped out our pistols 
and shouted to them to stop or we would fire. 

** Now," said Alec, when they had pulled up, " out 
you get, both of you." 

Yielding to the eloquence of the two cocked 
pistols, they obeyed. 

" You with the reins, hold the horse's head. If 
you move a yard further on I shoot And you 
other scoundrel, hand the lady out Quickly, now i " 

They were unarmed, or at least had no firearms, 
so they had to do as they were bid. As soon as she 
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was out of the carriage the lady turned and faced the 
two ruffians defiantly, and they cowered under her 
glance like whipped curs. Alec made them get in 
again, and drive off at once, daring them to turn 
their heads as long as they were in pistol shot 

When they were gone we turned to the lady for 
an explanation. 

''How can I thank you, gentlemen?" she exclaimed. 

" Speaks English ! " I muttered. " And a pretty girl, 
too! Wonder what those two scoundrels were up to." 

"Madam," said Alec, with a courtly bow, "we are 
only too glad to have had the good fortune to serve you. 
Where may we have the pleasure of escorting you?" 

" Madam ! " she laughed. " You used not to be so 
ceremonious, Captain Ireland." 

Alec stared with astonishment, but I had recog- 
nised the voice. 

"Inez!" I cried in delight 

"Ah, you haven't forgotten me, diough Alec 
Ireland 1ms," she said ; and I saw that she was glad. 

" Forgotten you ? " I cried. " No, how could I ? 
But I thought you were in Whitby." 

" Apparently it has not been worth your while to 
inquire. I left Whitby more than a year ago." 

" I never heard of if" 

"Did you ask?" 

I was thrown into confusion by her question, and 
was at a loss for a reply, when Alec spoke for me. 
" We have been at sea ever since we last saw you," 
he said. 

" Ah, then I foi^ve you," she replied graciously. 
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But you must come with me now to my father's 
house. I don't promise that he will be pleased to 
see you, but as you are my gallant rescuers he is 
bound to be polite." 

" Don Miguel here, too ? " I asked. 

" Yes," replied Inez ; " you didn't suppose I lived 
alone." 

" No ; but I thought perhaps there was someone 
else," I said slily. 

Inez blushed. ^ Who else ? " she asked. 

" Your husband ? " I ventured. 

** I haven't found one yet" 

" Then a Whitby lad has a chance ? " 

"Who knows?" 

And again she blushed, and I was just going to 
say something more when Alec broke in : — 

"Where were those two men taking you?" he 
asked. 

" I don't know," she answered with a shudder. 
"Perhaps to murder me." 

" Do you know them ? " 

" I refused to marry one of them the other day." 

" The scoundrel ! " I cried savagely. " I wish I'd 
thrashed him.'* 

" Why, Jack ? " she laughed. " He's not the only 
one who has asked me to be his wife." 

" Confound their impudence I " I muttered. 

" What ? " she cried mischievously. " I seem to 
have recollections of someone else's impudence too 
— at Whitby, for instance. But I suppose ^^^ti^ have 
forgotten." 
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" Inez," I replied solemnly, " you didn't refuse me 
—at Whitby?" 

" Didn't I ? Perhaps it is I who have forgotten, 
then ! But come, a truce to this banter. Aren't 
you going to see me home ? " 

" Of course we are," said Alec, " and we shall be 
delighted to renew our acquaintance with Don 
Miguel, though our last meeting was rather a 
stormy one, if I remember rightly. How is the 
alchemy prc^ressing ? " 

" Oh, he has given that up." 

" In favour of what ? " 

" Fighting. He's a soldier now." 

** H'm," I said, without thinking, " that's an honest 
trade enough." 

Inez laughed gaily. 

" And the other is not ? " she asked. " You're 
not very polite. Jack." 

" Forgive me," said I contritely. " I should not 
have said that" 

She looked at me for a minute with a teasing 
smile playing round her mouth. Then she held 
out her hand to me. 

" Yes, Jack," she said sweetly, " I do forgive you. 
You see, I am not quite sure that you were wrong." 

And then she began to speak hurriedly of other 
things. 

Our reception by Don Miguel was not a cordial one, 

but in view of our relations with him in the past, it 

was perhaps hardly to be expected that he would be 

overjoyed to see us again. Our rescue of Inez from 

D 
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the hands of the ruffians who were carrying her off 
gave usy however, a claim on his gratitude, and an ex- 
cuse for calling very frequently to see how she was ; 
and as Inez encouraged our visits, we took every ad- 
vants^e of the opportunity which chance had given us. 

Inez and I had many long walks together through 
the coimtry round Vigo Bay, and on these occasions 
Alec always insisted on marching some ten or twelve 
fathoms behind us ; for my sweetheart's beauty had 
won her many admirers, who were naturally not in- 
clined to submit quietly to the success of a heretical 
Englishman. I had found favour where they had 
failed, and but for Alec's precaution, a vengeful dagger 
between my ribs would surely have been the reward 
of my wooing. 

We saw very little of Don Miguel, but I don't 
think either Alec or I felt inclined to quarrel with 
him on that score. I pressed my suit with his 
daughter, and by the time our ship was ready for 
sea I had won her consent to marry me. I would 
have done so at once, but the Spanish padres refused 
to peril their souls by celebrating so unholy a union, 
and neither bribes nor threats would move them. 

I had to set off to sea, therefore, without my bride. 
But we arranged that I was to come back at once to 
Vigo Bay, when Inez promised to be ready to sail 
back to England with me. 

We returned to Vigo Bay in less than four months, 
and with us a lai^e company of other ships, all bear- 
ing grain, for which the failure of the Spanish wheat 
crop promised a profitable market. We neither sold 
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our cai^o, however, nor did I succeed in carrying off 
my sweatheart. And this is how it happened. 

Scarcely had we anchored, when a negro page came 
off to the ship in a small boat, bringing me a note 
from Inez. 

She was in sore trouble through her love for me, 
for at the instigation of the priests Don Miguel had 
forbidden her to have anything more to do with me, 
and had locked her in her room to make sure that 
his commands were obeyed. There was even worse 
news than this in the letter. Orders, she told me, 
had been received from the Court to seize all the 
English shipping in the bay, to confiscate the cargoes, 
and to imprison the crews. As a captive in the town 
dungeon I should be further from her than ever ; but 
still a free man, I might some day return and carry 
her off; and so by the love I bore her she entreated 
me to be gone at once. 

Here was a pretty piece of news ! We questioned 
the page, but as he either did know or would know 
nothing, we sent him off ashore in his boat. 

" What are we to do ? " said Alec 

" Tm going ashore," I replied decidedly. 

"What for?" 

" To rescue Inez." 

"Jack, it's useless! You would be seized long 
before you reached her." 

" I must take my chance." 

"Ifs foolhardy, I tell you. Much better take 
her advice; escape now and come back again to 
cany her off" 
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^Alec, I can't go away and leave her in that 
scoundrel's power. I must go ashore." 

Alec shrugged his shoulders. '^ Well, if you must, 
you must Til go with you of course, and try to see 
you safe through it, but I quite expect we shall both 
be locked up for our pains. We will spread the 
warning among the other English ships on our way." 

We went on deck at once and began to lower the 
boat We were lying a good two miles further out 
than the other ships, so we had a stiff pull before 
us. 

Night was just beginning to fall, and there was 
some hope that the darkness might cover our move- 
ments and enable us to reach Inez, and then slip out 
of the harbour before the Spaniards had made up 
their minds to strike. It was a desperate chance. 

The boat was already on the bulwarks when Alec 
shouted, " Hold on all ! " 

" Too late," he explained. " There's a fleet of boats 
putting out from the shore now, each one crammed 
full of soldiers. We must leave the other ships to 
shift for themselves, I'm afraid, and make a bid for 
our own freedom. That big fellow there, coming up 
before the wind, seems to have been told off to look 
after us." 

We were well armed, of course, as the most peace- 
ful ship has to be when there are so many sea-thieves 
unhanged ; and though the Spanish galleon was five 
times our size, we would have thought nothing of 
tackling her, five Spaniards to one Englishman being 
* y no means crushing odds; but there were three 
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other big ships outside of us, evidently waiting to pick 
up stragglers ; so we were to all appearance hopelessly 
shut in. 

The men looked at one another in consternation. 

" Put back the powder " Alec cried, " and buckle 
on your side-arms. Not a shot must be fired, or we 
shall have the whole nest of wasps buzzing round 
our ears. Every man of you take a pike or axe, 
and hide under the bulwarks. We must make that 
fellow think he has caught us napping." 

Our preparations were quickly and quietly made, 
and long before the big Spaniard was near enough 
to see what we were doing every man of us was 
under cover, and the decks looked quite deserted. 

But when he sheered alongside and hove his 
grapnels into our rigging. Alec gave the word, and 
with a ringing cheer fifty lusty English lads rushed 
from their hiding-places and were hacking and 
prodding away among his crew before the unsuspect- 
ing Spaniards knew their peril. They were taken 
completely by surprise, but after the first minute or 
so they recovered, and fought like wild cats. They 
were about three to our one; so counting one 
Englishman to five of them, the odds in our favour 
were overwhelming. 

The Spaniards fought desperately enough until 
about half of them had been killed ; then the rest 
threw down their arms, called for "quarter," and 
scrambled down the ladders in utter rout We 
clapped the hatches on them ; and the big galleon 
of Spain was ours. 
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Leaving me with twenty men to take care of our 
prize (whose sails were all set) Alec tumbled back 
with the others to our own ship, and set about 
making sail as quickly as he could. 

" An axe here and cut the cable," I heard him 
call ^No time to weigh. Let go those spritsail 
brails. Lay out along the bolt-sprit and cast off 
the gaskets. Flatten in the starboard sheet, and 
cant her head round. Handsomely now ! Topsails 
next Work with a will, lads. Time's precious ! " 

I lost the next words through the distance ; and 
not wishing to slip too far ahead, I bagpiped my 
mizzen, brailed my main course, and so allowed Alec 
to creep up to me again. 

He made sail with marvellous quickness, and soon 
was within speaking distance. 

" Are your guns all loaded, Jack ? " 

''Ay, and double shotted, and the lintstocks 
lighted and lying in the tubs beside them." 

*' Then make straight for that big chap on your 
larboard bow, as if you meant to speak him. Fool 
him, if you can. Say I'm your prize. If he 
suspects you, give him a broadside for his sharpness. 
Only keep the wind of him, and you can do what 
you like. I'll slip across his bows and pepper that 
side of him. And if that isn't enough, do what your 
mother-wit suggests; but mind, it must be done 
quickly whatever it is, or we'll have the other two 
beating up to help him." 

Now, had I acted on my own opinion I should 
have steered straight for the open sea, dead before 
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the fair wind. In which case I should inevitably 
have aroused the suspicions of all three ships, and so 
have allowed them to concentrate on our course and 
cut us off. Alec's plan was obviously the best, for 
when they saw I was steering plump for the southern- 
most one the others held quietly to their places in 
the mouth of the bay. 

When I got within a cable's length, an officer hailed 
me. I waited as long as I dared, and then answered ; 
but apparently there was something wrong with my 
Spanish, for he replied angrily that I was drunk, and 
an insolent scoundrel for daring so to address him. 

At this juncture one of my men, a soft-hearted 
fellow, who knew enough of the tongue to make out 
that the Don was using very free language to me, 
let fly at him with his g^n, and sent a three-ounce 
ball straight into his breast-plate. 

That effectually put an end to our diplomacy, so 
I gave the order to fire as each gun bore. I had 
warned the gunners to aim high, and at the third 
shot the Spaniard's main-top mast broke off short 
like a carrot His main-yard, too, came down by 
the run, bringii^ the sail with it ; but as he was 
still under command I ran up past him, reloading 
the guns meanwhile, and then hauling my wind once 
more, gave him a second dose over either quarter. 

Meanwhile, Alec and his men had been working 
like furies, and, tossing their guns about like child's 
toys, rained such a shower of broken shot into his 
hull from their lesser elevation, that his lower deck 
must have been almost untenable. 
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The Spaniard had been unprepared for our attack, 
and took some time to beat his men to quarters; 
but they served their guns well and fast when they 
did get to them, and the shot soon came flying about 
our ears like hailstones. His running rigging, how- 
ever, was pretty well cut to pieces, and as we had 
half-a-dozen good bow-men stationed ready, who 
sent a cloth-yard shaft through the ribs of every- 
one who set a foot on his ratlines, he lay pretty 
helplessly head to wind, with his remaining sails in 
the most thorough confusion. 

Had we been able to play the game out at long 
bowls we could either have sunk him, or reduced the 
number of his crew suffidehtly to allow qs to carry 
him by boarding ; but the other two Spanish ships 
were beating up to us, and on her next tack the 
nearest would be within g^unshot 

Alec therefore gave the word to run away west 
by south, before the wind, through the southern 
entrance of the bay. The order did not come a 
minute too soon, though the majority of us were so 
worked up by the excitement of the fight that we 
would never have noticed that it was high time for 
us to quit 

We held on this course for about two hours, and 
then as the sky had fortunately clouded over, we 
hauled our wind and stood due south, to give our 
pursuers a chance of passing us in the darkness. 
They would never expect us to turn south, so when 
they missed us at daylight they would naturally look 
for us to the northward if they continued the chase. 
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That was our theory, what they actually did I cannot 
say, for we never saw them again. 

We held on this strategic course for a time, and 
on the second morning a brig was seen coming 
towards us, and as everyone at sea is presumed a 
rogue imtil he is proved an honest man, we cleared 
the decks for action and beat to quarters. As the 
stranger neared us, one of Alec's men recognised her 
as the brig Catchall^ belonging to Captain Fleming, 
the well-known freebooter. So as he was not likely 
to let such a vessel as our galleon pass without an 
overhaul, we quite expected another fight However, 
he drew within long hail, and bringing his ship to, 
signed that he wished to speak us. 

"What ship's that?" 

" The brig Severn^ of Bristol. Alexander Ireland, 
master. What ship's that ? " \ 

"Brig Catchall, Captain Fleming. What's the 
galleon?" 

"The Lope de Vega, of Vigo— a prize to the 
Sevem^^ 

" How the thunder did you get hold of her ? " 

" Fought for her." 

" Then there is war with Spain ? " 

" I think so." 

"You think sol Then followed some talk with 
his own people which we could not hear. "Will 
you lie to, and let me bring my boat alongside? 
I'm honest as the whole bench of bishops to-day." 

"Ay, ay." 

Alec called to me to come on board the Severn, 
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and presently a weather-beaten, thick-set man of 
middle age, was rowed across to us. We went 
below, and having pledged one another in a jack of 
ale (as the Severris hold was still filled with wheat 
instead of the cargo of Spanish wine we had 
expected to bring back) Captain Fleming was 
told of the seizure and fight in Vigo Bay. He 
listened attentively, nodding his grizzled head at 
every sentence, but making no remark until he had 
heard the whole story. 

'' It was a lucky, plucky escape, captain," he said, 
looking approvingly at Alec, ''and one that does 
credit to the stuffing of your headpiece. But make 
no error about it's being an affair of unauthorised 
individuals. It is the beginning of war, I tell you, 
and a bloody war it will be. I've seen it coming 
for this year or more. Ships are being gathered in 
to all the ports, and .great nobles are chartering 
vessels for other purposes than honest trade or a 
little free cruising. King Philip of Spain will make 
a big move before long ; mark my words, sir." 

^ England will be ready for him when he does," 
replied Alec proudly. 

'' Ay, lad, I warrant she will, but it's time she was 
stirring, or the Spaniards— curse the whole gation of 
them I — ^will be cruising about the English Channel 
and up to London town before any of us are many 
months older. Now, Captain Ireland," he continued, 
standing up and beating his fist on the table in 
time with his sentences, '' I'm a freebooter and an 
outlaw, but though there's many an Englishman 
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would be glad to hear that I was dead, I love my 
country with the best of thenu So when you get 
back to port, spread the news of this threatened 
invasion, and say that a warning shall be brought 
when Philip's Armada sets sail, and that I am the 
man who will bring it And may God keep me and 
mine on sentry-go about the seas till the crack of 
doom if I fail in this my watch over England's 
safety ! " 

And he brought his fist down upon the table with 
a crack that made our ale-pots dance. 

" Pardon me, captain," said I, " we honour you for 
those words, but I'd like to remind you of one thing. 
Franky Drake will hang you if he gets his fingers on 
your shoulder. I have heard him say so." 

** Master Topp," he replied, looking at me steadily, 
** if I can save England by my news, I don't mind if 
I swing for the bringing of it, and you can say so 
from me to anyone that asks." 

We gave Captain Fleming a ringing cheer as he 
stepped into the boat A watch had been stationed 
to guard the honour of England, and it was a common 
pirate who went on sentry-go. But pirate though 
he was, he was a patriot too. 
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CHAPTER V 

JOB TREHALION'S TAME PAGAN 

AS the bearers of news of the seizure of the 
English shipping in Vigo Bay, we were 
persons of some consideration in Bristol 

The good folk of the town were all eager to hear 
from our lips a true account of the outbreak with 
Spain, and the result to us was, that except for our 
beds and a light morning meal of cold beef and ale^ 
we were very little in debt to our host of the Blue 
Mermaiden, the tavern in which, as it was a place 
frequented by seafaring men, we had made our 
headquarters. 

The adventure had left us well in pocket, too ; for 
though the Severn's cargo had, of course, not been 
sold, it had been brought back unspoiled, and our 
Spanish galleon — a new ship and well stored — 
turned out a most valuable prize. So our lads pro- 
mised themselves a good time on shore ; and judg- 
ing by the number of them that we met in the 
streets with broken heads and blackened eyes, they 
kept faithfully to that promise. 

Trade with Spain was naturally out of the question 
for the time, and any attempt on my part to return 
60 
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and cany off Inez was practically useless. To try 
it would be to condemn myself to the galleys or a 
Spanish dungeon for life, so I had reluctantly to 
resign myself to waiting, in the hope that better 
times were in store for us. 

Alec had some wild notion of fitting out a ship 
for the purpose of harrying the Spaniards, and 
breaking up their fleet before it could leave the 
coasts, but as I pointed out to him, Drake and 
Hawkins and Sir Richard Grenville and twenty 
others would play at that game if it were at all 
feasible, and we had much better wait for a lead 
from them. So as none of these well-known 
captains gave any sign of moving, we, too, stayed 
where we were, and enjoyed ourselves among the 
hospitable people of Bristol. 

One night we learned a piece of news which put a 
sudden period to our idling. We were returning 
arm-in-arm from a pleasant supper at the house 
of Peter Waltham, one of the city aldermen ; I 
chattering in my heedless fashion about the charms 
of our entertainer's youngest daughter, and Alec, as 
usual, listening gravely to my nonsense, and putting 
in a word here and there. 

The yellow moon ogled us through the crannied 
clouds, and by the time we reached the Blue Mer- 
maiden the rain had begun to fall, and the ale-house 
sign was swingeing and croaking discordantly in the 
now rapidly-rising wind. There was every promise 
of a wild night, and we were not sorry when we 
reached the friendly shelter of the inn. It was long 
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past midnight, an hour at which the house was 
usually as still as the cable-tier in a calm ; but as 
we entered we heard voices coming from the kitchen, 
so we peered in to see who the visitors were. 

There on the settle lolled the host with his rosy 
treble chin on his chest, snoring heavily. Beside 
him was a tall spare man with tangled black hair 
and an ugly scar running right athwart his brown 
forehead, which gave him a truculent appearance 
that his weak, shiftless mouth failed to corroborate. 
On the edge of the table sat a short, squat, broad 
man, older than the other ; he wore a seaman's skin 
cap, and a huge brown coat whose wide skirts spread 
out far behind him on the table. 

These last two were talking to one another in 
a language that I did not understand. I made a 
move as though to go in, but Alec put his hand on 
my arm and drew me gently back. 

"It's Cornish they're speaking," he whispered, 
* and we sha'n't be able to make out a word of it 
Lef s go to bed and be thankful there's no watch to 
keep till the sun's well up to-morrow morning." 

So up the ladder we climbed to our chamber, and 
the voices of the two men followed us dimly through 
the empty passs^es. 

Suddenly, with utter disregard of the effect that 
his vocal efforts would have on a sleeping household, 
one of them began to sing ; but our window-shutter 
made such a din, rattling in the wind, that we could 
not distinguish much of the song beyond the lilt ; 
which, however, sounded strangely familiar. 
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Alec went and made the shutter secure, so that 
the second verse came to us distinctly : — 

Sail awtxy^ 

Hack awayy 

Plunder! (ra^) 
Gather all the valuables you can. 

Came back^ 

Nothing lack^ 

Thunder/ {re^) 
Scatter all the money like a man. 

The singer repeated this verse time after time, 
and the other man joined in an occasional chorus, 
while both, so far as we could judge by the sound, 
were beating a vigorous accompaniment with their 
fists on the hard oak table. The song was one 
common enough among mariners, but there was no 
mistaking the rasping tones of that saw-like voice. 

" It's Willie Trehalion ! " cried Alec, and rushed 
to the door. I followed, and scrambling down our 
ladder again we made for the kitchen. 

" 'Art lying, nephew ? " we heard the elder man 
ask as we approached. 

" No, uncle ; sober truth," replied the one with 
the scar. 

" You always was a vagabond. Job." 

•* Like you, uncle." 

By this time we had reached the door, and saw 
that the skin cap was now lying on the table, and 
an iron hook was thoughtfully scratching that same 
bald shot-shaped head which had excited our admira- 
tion in the old Whitby days. 
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••What cheer, Wfllie Trehalion?" sang out Alec 

The man on the table slewed round, dropped to 
the ground, knuckled his forehead, said, " Bravely, my 
masters I " and without showing the least surprise at 
seeing us, asked us how we did. 

" Well," I said, " and prosperous, both of us. But 
surely that can't be Nep ? " and I pointed to a gaunt, 
black cat that had slid from Willie's lap when he 
jumped off the table, and now stood with its back 
arched and its tail like a furze bush, spitting and 
glaring at us with a mo3t evil look. 

'•Aye, but it is. Been with me ever since, an' 
remembers you both ; I see he does. Go and give 
the gentlemen your duty, Nep." 

The cat, who never disobeyed a command from 
his master, came and rubbed his shaggy sides against 
our 1^^ in greeting. 

" It's Nep, sure enough," said Alec, " though rather 
more age-battered and scar-torn than he was. And 
this is your nephew, Willie ? " 

'•Yes, sirs. Job Trehalion, my nephew, and a 
graceless rogue." 

Job grinned and saluted. 

•• Where have you been wandering this long time?" 
I asked, after we had thus formally made the ac- 
quaintance of the man with the scar. 

••Spanish Main, master, with Captain Andrew 
Dove. Brought up at Bideford eight days since." 

•• Made a good voyage of it ? " 

••So, so. Missed the plate ship we went a'tcr, 
but picked up a tidy caravel, an' half-a-dozen smaller 
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fry. Naught much to complain on, save lack of 
sound liquor; and that did run uncommon short 
I tell 'ee we was put to suppin' that thin sour 
vin^^ar stuff them Dons fancies. Nep ain't got 
over it yet" 

'' Tell the gentles what I told 'ee about Manoa, 
uncle," put in Job. 

" Hold your meddlin' tongue, Job ! " said Willie 

angrily. " They knows about it already ; an' didn't 

Cap'n Ireland's own father lose his life seekin' for it?" 

Job grinned and said perseveringly, ** Tell about 

the pagan." 

Willie Trehalion waved his hook with a gesture 
of dissent and said nothing. But my curiosity was 
aroused. " Come, Willie," I said, " what about the 
pagan?" 

"Take no notice o' what Job says in usual, 
masters ; he's but one peg removed from being a 
natural" 

Job grinned. 

"There," cried Willie, " look at him an' judge for 
yourselves I But about the pagan. We catched an 
Indian, a brown-coloured varmint, with no more 
clothes on him than there is on a handspike, an' 
brought him along with us." 

" Well ? " said I, seeing by Job's face that there 
was something more. 

" Well, if you must know, on the voyage home he 

was sullen an' mute as a stockfish, but once here he 

finds his tongue, an' speakin' in scraps o' English he 

picked up amongst us, says that if we'll take him 

E 
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back he'll lead us to that goulden city I tell you of 
up at Whitby. Says as he was bora there. That's 
all." 

" Tell about the goulden houses, uncle," peifsisted 
Job with a cunqing leer. " An' tell how the pagan 
blacked his fingers wi' a burnt faggot an' drawed a 
pictur' chart on the wall, same as life. An' tell how 
Cap'n Andrew Dove copied it down on a piece o' 
sheep parchment, an' swore to walk through them 
streets afore he was a year older." 

*' Ye'U never learn gumption, nephew," said Willie 
irritably. '' Cap'n Dove ain't the first as has made 
that vow an' then broken it An' if Cap'n Dove ain't 
old enough to know better than to carry his carcase 
into a country that's chock-a-block wi' fevers an' 
savages, an' Spaniards an' famishments, and the 
devil knows what, why then he deserves all hell 
get by his foolishness ; an' that's a bellyful o' 
troubles, an' not enough gould to make a thumb- 
ring out on. But Cap'n Dove'll go back on them 
words when he's sober, I tell. you ; an' no shame to 
him for doing it No man's bound to do sober what 
he promises drunk." 

And Willie jabbed at the table with his hook, as 
though to work off the irritation which his nephew's 
persistence had evidently aroused in him. 

" Tell'ee he were as sober as I be now," retorted 
Job, grinning still, in spite of his endeavour to look 
earnest " An' he meant goin' too, for he telled us 
to be back i' three months if we wanted to join the 
venture. He said it the very day after you'd left, 
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uncle, an' bade us give you word of it, if so be as any 
of us ran athwart you." 

" Did you copy the chart, Job ? " I asked, for tliis 
tale of gold to be had for the seeking excited me 
strangely. 

•* Him ! " said Willie Trehalion, pointing scornfully 
with outstretched hook at his nephew. ^' He couldn't 
draw a fish-line without makin' ten mistakes, let 
alone a chart He's a graceless vagabond, Master 
Topp" 

Job still grinned. " I ain't got a chart, masters, 
but I got that as can make one." 

" How so ? " I asked. 

" The pagan itself," he replied, rubbing his hands 
in glee. 

"You've got him!" 

" It's snorin' in the cow-byre. The folk treated 
it ill at Bideford — tried to see if it could swallow 
fire as other blacks can, an' set it eating live rats, an' 
matched it to fight agin' two tarrier dogs. It 
didn't like bein' used like that, and so it rinned away 
an' tracked me like a hound to Lynmouth. It took 
a fancy to me on the voyage " 

" Fools alius mate," grunted Willie Trehalion. 

" an' thought maybe I'd be kinder to it than 

the others was ; an' so as it promised to sarve me, I 
let it come along; an' it's the first time as Job 
Trehalion ever knew what it was to have a sarvint 
of his own." 

"An' desarves to be well trounced for his im- 
pudence in darin' to ape his betters," growled Willie. 
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M 



Sarvint, indeed! If 11 be a gilded coach an' six 
horses you'll want next ! " 

There was every prospect of a lengthy wrangle on 
the subject between the two curiously-assorted re- 
latives; so as I felt considerable curiosity to see 
this pagan whose dusky hand pointed the way to 
untold wealth, I told Willie to hold his tongue, and 
Job to lead us to the cow-byre. 

The grey dawn had begun to struggle through the 
chinks of the kitchen shutters, and at intervals the 
wind, which had risen now to half a gale, sent a 
splash of rain driving through the crevices on to the 
sanded floor of the room. 

When the door was opened the morning looked 
cheerless enough to make even tough old Willie 
shudder. But, wrapping his huge coat more closely 
round him, and tucking the long tails under his arms 
to keep them from blowing about in the wind, he 
rolled out with his clumsy sea-walk into the muddy 
yard, and Nep, after a yawn and a stretch and a low 
" mwrr " of protest at being asked to go out in such 
villainous weather, left the warm hearth and trotted 
dutifully at his master's heels. 

The cow-byre in which the pagan had been stowed 
away was a poor enough lodging even for a four- 
footed thing. Years of wind and weather had torn 
away the thatch in places, and the boarding of the 
walls was about as effectual as a sieve for keeping 
out the cold and wet Huddled in a comer, into 
which the rain beat less violently than elsewhere, lay 
the pagan. 
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He was coiled up beneath some loose straw, sleep- 
ing ; and as he slept he talked wildly and incessantly 
in his barbarous tongue. One bronze-hued 1^ pro- 
jected from the straggling coverlet of straw. Nep 
saw it before we did, and picking his way daintily 
among the filth on the ground, went up and sniffed 
at the limb. Then he quietly turned his claws down 
into it, and laid back his gaunt body for a comfort- 
able stretch. 

As might have been expected, the pagan awoke, 
but to our surprise he neither pulled back his 1^ nor 
made any move to drive the cat away. 

Job Trehalion noted my look of amazement at 
this, and broke out into a loud guffaw. 

" Ho, ho ! you wonder why he don't move. He 
don't feel it, bless 'ee, not he ! Them pagans hasn't 
feelings like as we has." 

"Shut your silly mouth, nephew," said Willie. 
" A pretty way this is to treat your sarvint ! Why, 
the poor brute's too numbed wi' cold to feel the 
prick o' Nep's claws. Bring him into the kitchen 
fire an' see if we can't thaw him a bit" 

Job, still grinning, took his dusky servant on to 
his back and carried him into the kitchen. The 
effect of the heat on the pagan was marvellous. He 
sat down in fix)nt of the fire, chuckling and gurgling 
with glee, and after rinsing his numbed fingers with 
the glowing ash as we might with water, and bathing 
his shivering limbs with the hot embers — though not 
actually devouring any of the flames, as I had con- 
fidently expected to see him do— he was a new man 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



70 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

again. A pot of warm ale, which we roused our 
sleeping host to brew, completed the cure, and Job's 
pagan was as blithe and cheerful a pagan as one 
could wish to see. 

When he was thoroughly recovered we spoke to 
him about the city of Manoa, and by means of broken 
sentences, copiously helped out by gestures, he ex- 
pressed his willingness to lead us there. He took a 
glowing stick from the fire, and drew a chart for us 
on the lime-washed wall showing the position of the 
golden city; and quaint pictures he made, too, of 
the houses and the men, and of the treasures that 
were to be had there for the taking. And we stared 
at his uncouth drawings, and listened to his gabbling 
talk as if moonstruck. 

Suddenly Alec sprang up from the stool where he 
was sitting, and called to me to come up to our room ; 
and though I longed to hear more of the pagan's 
luring tale, there was a look of excitement on Alec's 
face that was even more interesting ; and so I went 

" Jack," he cried, when we were alone, " it's time 
we were moving." 

" To Manoa," I asked eagerly. 

" Yes. Here we have been sitting idle, while the 
Sibyl is tearing leaf after leaf from the book of 
destiny. Even now we may be too late." 

" Well, let's start as soon as we can. But Alec 
" and I stopped and looked at him. 

"Well, Jack, what is it?" 

" Inez." 

" You can't help her by staying. Useless to think 
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of going to Vigo Bay again for her till the Spaniards 
have been utterly crushed, and now is our chance to 
help at that crushing." 

"How, Alec? I thought you meant to go to 
Manoa." 

"Don't you see? At this very moment the 
Spaniards may be thundering at the gates of Manoa 
itself, and if once they carry off the golden wealth 
of that city and get it safely into Philip's hands 
he will raise armadas that will squash us like so 
many beetles. Here is our opportunity for serving 
England, Jack ! " 

" I see," said I ; " and of filling our own pockets, 
too." 

" No, no, Jack. Never hanker after the gold. It's 
a good bait to catch a crew with, but a sorry goal 
for an English gentleman to strive after. Might 
as well give up the sea, settle down and become a 
merchant at once." 

" Not while there's adventure to be had for the 
seeking — adventure^ that is, with plenty of your 
golden bait at the end of it" 

" You've got a good smack of the pirate in you, 
Jack, I fear." 

" Perhaps ! And you of the knight-errant Well, 
fortunately we can each of us sail with our own par- 
ticular ideal in front of him, and still keep together 
and work together. I fight for gold, to win wealth 
for myself and my sweetheart ; you fight for glory, 
to win your country's thanks. Perhaps, in the event, 
neither of us may get what he hopes." 
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" Perhaps not Anyway, we can do no more than 
try. Where can we get a ship ? " 

" Peter Waltham's brig, the Bristol Merchant, is 
nearly ready for sea. He will be glad enough to let 
us have her for such a venture." 

" Then let's go and see him now. We have had 
no sleep to-night, but never mind, we can make up 
for it to-morrow." 

And so it happened that Peter Waltham, who had 
given us our supper the night before, was called upon 
to furnish a breakfast also. Manoa, whose wealth 
had lured the father to his grave, was now summon- 
ing the son. 

Heaven grant that our fortune be better than that 
of Captain Harry Ireland, who had gone before us I 
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CHAPTER VI 

AN ILL BEGINNING 

THE Stout ship Bristol Merchant, Ii8 tons 
burden, Alexander Ireland, master, has 
dropped down the Channel in three tides, has taken 
her departure from Lundy Island, and is now well 
out of domestic navigation. Astern is a thin black 
wavy line, rising above the waste of waters — the last 
we shall see of the iron-bound coast of Devon for 
many a long day ; ahead — now blocked out of sight 
by the straining sprit-sail beneath the bolt-sprit, now 
dazzling our eyes with its flashing glory — is the 
burning yellow sun, just diving over the edge of 
the world, luring us on, as it were, with visions of 
a land where everything is bright and golden as 
himself. What a beacon for a crew of eager 
gold-hunters I 

The worthy Master Peter Waltham, had gladly 
availed himself of our proposal. Fitting out began 
less than twelve hours after the pagan had told 
his tale, and in a fortnight we were ready for sea. 
Ninety-three men were lying about the decks, drunk 
as lords, when we first loosed our two top-sails to 
drop down the river, and three sober ones and five 
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officers — one hundred and one all told, and a crew of 
which we were proud 

• • • • • • 

We made a bad hunt of it to begin with, getting 
up past the Leeward Islands, and into 'the great 
gulf which lies beyond them, before the westward 
course was given up. Then being convinced that 
we had overshot our mark and that the river of our 
search was behind us, Alec gave the word to 'bout 
ship, and we made our way slowly back again in 
the face of a teasing succession of easterly winds. 
The heat at times was awful ; and crowdc^l as we 
were, the atmosphere 'tween decks was anything but 
restoring to our unfortunately numerous sick men. 
Scarcely three days passed without some poor scurvy- 
rotted corpse being thrown to the sharks, whose black 
fins never stirred from our wake. 

Matters got worse and worse, till the grumbling 
of the crew came to a head in open mutiny. 

The sultry heat of the day was almost killing. 
Not a breath of air tarnished the brazen sea ; but 
over the mangrove bushes which fringed the low 
shore to westward, hung a sullen white steam which 
shut out the country from our eyes. One would 
have thought that the weather was too hot for any 
exertion that could possibly be avoided ; but discord, 
like the devil, can live in any clime, and on this 
broiling day the sound ones of the crew made their 
way aft in a body. 

A little Irishman, whom Alec had taken in pity 
from the streets of Bristol, where he was starving. 
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was their spokesman, and his election to that post 
was not undeserved, as he had by his vapourings 
stirred 4ip the whole mutiny. 

The brc^wn-faced crowd surged against the break 
of the poop, on which there were only us five officers, 
and the steersman standing beside his idly swaying 
tiller. 

"Stop, men! Far enough I" cried Alec in 
authoritative tones. "What is it you want?" 

" Many things, Masther Captain," said the Irish- 
man with an insolent laugh ; " everything a man can 
want — health, comfort, and wealth. There's scurvy 
marks on ivery wan av us, and no wondher, seein' 
that the only green food that has passed the lips av 
us since leavin' Bristol River is the sloime off the 
wather-butts. A dacint pig would turn up his nose 
at our quarthers. And as for threasure, yez might 
as well seek it in the great bog av Ballyvore as here. 
So, savin' yer honour's prisence, all hands forrad 
means to take a jaunt ashore on the oiland we 
dhropped yestere'n, an' thin to cruise for fwhat we 
can git higher up on the Spanish Main. There's no 
call for throuble or head-breakin'," he added, turning 
to the rest of us, " though sure it would be a plisant 
diversion — ^but whin a score av honest lads has died 
like sheep wid the rot, it's toime for the rest to spake. 
An' so my mates here has insthructed me to say that 
av they doesn't git their way given, why thin they'll 
jist take ut" 

All eyes turned on Alec, who had heard the fellow 
out with a patience which surprised me. He went a 
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step or two further aft, leaned on the rail of the little 
stairway which led to the cabin below, and then 
answered them, speaking quietly and without allow- 
ing a tinge of annoyance to show itself in his voice. 

" You make matters far worse than they are," he 
said ** A few men have died, and that I grieve for ; 
but scurvy always boards a ship on a long voyage 
like this, and not a man of you but knew that when 
he pocketed his bounty on Bristol quay. Now hear 
what I have to say. We must be very near the 
mouth of the river we seek, and we shall find it 
For six days the Bristol Merchant will sail south- 
ward. If by that time the pagan has not pointed 
out the river's mouth to you, I shall steer north 
again, and harry the Spanish towns. Now back 
with you to your own end of the ship I " 

A sullen murmur rose among the crew, and several 
of the bolder spirits began to climb the poop-ladders, 
headed by their spokesman. Without moving from 
the cabin stairs, Alec held up his hand for silence. 
The fools thought he was going to give way, and 
halted to listen. 

"Hear me!" he cried in ringing tones. "You 
think to take possession of the ship by mere weight 
of numbers. Well, you may do it, and if you do, 
you may hold her for perhaps thirty seconds, not 
more. Before a hand can reach me I shall be down 
this ladder and into the powder-room, and one shot 
from this " — and he drew a wheel-lock pistol from 
his pocket — ^^ will blow us all into eternity together. 
Choose for yourselves. You know what my word is 
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worth, and I swear to you that while Alexander 
Ireland lives, mutineers shall never command the 
Bristol Merchant. Now, come on if you will ! " 

The mob of men wavered a moment, and then 
drew back slowly to the waist 

"Good!" said Alec. "You think better of it? 
But I am going to make an example of the arch 
mischief-maker. Send aft that man." 

Half by persuasion, half by blows, the Irishman 
was forced up the poop-ladder. 

" Boatswain, heave him overboard ! " 

"Aye, aye, sir!" 

Willie Trehalion's knotted left hand grasped the 
little Irishman by the neck, and his iron hook slipped 
into the, band of his breeches. A struggling body 
shot through the air, bumped on the bulwark, and 
slid with a splash into the warm sea beneath. There 
was a scurring of black triangular fins, a shriek of 
agony, a few ruddy bubbles rising to the oily surface, 
and the greatest enemy to the ship's peace was 
silenced for ever. 

A hush fell on the crew. Each man looked at 
his neighbour, and then they all stole quietly forward 
again ; and had the calm continued more mischief 
might have been hatched among their whispering 
groups. But Alec's keen eye detected a ruffling of 
the glassy waters to northward, and that was our 
salvation. 

" Trim sail, the watch ! " he cried. 

There was not a pause. The men sprang to their 
station, braced round the yzxds to catch the first of 
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the coming breeze, and in ten minutes we were bowl- 
ing merrily along. The mutiny was a thing of the 
past 

The wind lifted the mists from the shore, and 
before we had way on the ship an hour, the pagan 
who was standing in the beak, began to dance and 
gesticulate in the most extraordinary manner, laugh- 
ing and pointing with his finger to the land at our 
bow. Half-a-dozen of us climbed into the round 
tops, and thence aloft till we perched on the yards, 
from which eminence we could see a long, steel-like 
ribbon of water stretching away through the dark 
forest till it was lost in the haze of the dim distance. 

That shining thread was the river of our search. 
Up its windings lay the kingdom of El Dorado, and 
Manoa, its capital, the city that was built of gold. 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE RIVER OF HOPE 

AT the sight of that band of shining water, a 
spontaneous cheer arose from every throat 
on board. Discord and dissension fled discomfited 
before the advance of the visions of wealth that 
our hopes saw mirrored in the glassy surface of 
the river. 

We hauled our wind somewhat, and sailed to the 
mouth. Job Trehalion (grinning till his scar jagged 
up like a saw), was sent with an eager boat's crew 
to sound, and before the first star of night had 
thrown its reflection in the water round us, we were 
anchored, and the ripples that lapped against our 
wooden walls had nbt a grain of salt in them. We 
had left the trackless ocean to follow where the 
river should lead us. 

Nets of mangrove roots formed an impenetrable 
thicket on either bank, though it was no easy task 
to tell where the sluggishly-flowing water ended and 
the liquid mud of the shore b^ran. 

Loathly reptiles — which some of us took to be 
dragons, till the knowing ones told us they were only 
crocodiles — lay half in and half out of the evil- 
smelling brown water, winking their lazy eyes at us. 
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and taking charge in a slow cumbrous way of every 
scrap that was flung overboard. Tree toads barked, 
beasts of prey howled in the distant forest, foul night- 
birds croaked from the thickets on the shores, and 
from the evil-smelling stream there arose a putrid 
yellow mist, thick and rank enough to choke one. 

" It's a fever trap we've got into," growled Willie 
Trehalion, shifting his tangled black wig from the 
pocket where he had carried it during the heat of 
the day, to his head, ^ and if we've no more'n half 
a score of men down by morning's light we'll be 
uncommon lucky, say I." 

"Don't croak, you unsatisfied old raven," said 
Alec lightly, but he looked grave none the less. 

"The pagan," put in Job, with his usual grin, 
apologetic in meaning this time, " says this is on'y 
one o' the mouths, an' we shall open into a great 
broad river soon, where ye can't see both banks at 
once. An' there baint any o' these yer mists on it, 
he says, but limmons on the trees, an' other fruits 
enough to feast an army, an' all for the pluckin' o' 
them." 

"Go to the forecastle and tell them that. Job," 
cried Alec, " and serve out a good stiff dram to all 
hands, and say that they can kill the stench by firing 
a few grains of powder now and then. Stay, I'll come 
with you, and tell them that he who keeps a stout 
heart may laugh at fevers. They only attack cowards." 

He went forward ; and Willie Trehalion, the other 
two officers, and I went down to the cabin for our 
meal, where we were shortly joined by Alec, who 
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reported that the crew were all as merry as pipers 
at the prospect of making another step towards our 
golden goal. 

When the meal was over, the devil came and 
whispered in my ear — at least on no other view can 
I explain my folly in taking up the dice (Satan's 
own bones, they say) and proposing a throw apiece 
to sample our luck, sinister or dexter. 

Alec, saying with a laugh, that he did not believe 
in such omens, nevertheless humoured our folly. He 
rattled the box first, and flung on the table deuce-ace. 

One of the officers threw a pair of deuces ! 

The other threw a pair of aces I ! 

Willie Trehalion threw deuce-ace ! ! ! 

The heat had worn off* and the cabin was full of 
cold, clammy mist, but the perspiration streamed 
from my face as though the sun were high above 
our mastheads. My hand trembled like a palsied 
dotard's as I took up the fateful leathern box, and 
for a full minute I rattled the dice without daring 
to turn them down. 

The others waited in breathless silence, and 
watched intently. At last I took a deep breath, 
clapped the mouth of the box down on to the table, 
and then slowly withdrew it. 

"Aces again!" cried Willie Trehalion. "The 
Lord have have mercy on me a sinful mariner I " 

Willie's cry was followed by an interval of dead 
silence ; we stood staring at one another as though 
spellbound. 

A shout of laughter from the forecastle broke the 
F 
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charm, and in a burst of sudden frenzy Alec threw 
box and dice together through a porthole into the 
fog without, and began to chaff us for our super- 
stitious fears. 

" Cheer up, Jack," he cried clapping me hard on 
the shoulder ; " the devil hasn't got us yet" 

I shuddered and drew back without answering. 

" Come, come," said Alec, with some show of anger, 
'' don't lef s have any more of this nonsense. I was 
a fool to take any part in your child's game." 

"The Roman admiral threw his omen-giving 
chickens overboard," said I gloomily, "and two-thirds 
of his fleet were destroyed." 

Alec turned to me sharply, and there was a 
taunting smile on his face. 

" Turned pedant, Jack ? I didn't know you were 
such a scholar. Perhaps you'll favour us with an 
account of the circumstances," 

" I'm no scholar," I answered angrily, for his 
taunt annoyed me. " Alec Ireland was the goody 
boy that did his lessons." 

" While his friends amused themselves with tap- 
wenches and pastrycooks' lasses." 

" Maybe," said I, with a sneer. " But Jack Topp 
is gallant enough to prefer a pretty lass to a Greek 
root any day." 

" Both good things in their way. But come, Jack, 
stand up, put your hands behind you and tell us all 
about this heathen fellow and his chickens. Don't 
tremble so, man ; there's no schoolmaster behind you 
with the birch. I'll correct all stupid errors you make." 
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How long this unseemly wrangle would have con- 
tinued I do not know — probably till it came to blows. 
The two other officers had been listening with silent 
dismay, and honest Willie Trehalion had been looking 
from one to the other, and pulling the skin cap about 
over his smooth head till his sconce fairly shone. 
What Jt was all about he knew no more than a 
powder-tub, but he thought it time to break into the 
quarrel, and maybe he was none too soon. 

" Masters, masters," he cried, " ha' done wi' this 
unseemliness! The quarrel on deck there might 
be excuse for ; the quarrel down here none. Here 
ye're going at it tongs and hammers, hammer an' 
tongs, fathom o' one, six fut o* t'other, till there 
ba'int a bean to choose between you. And this, too, 
when we ought all to be knit together by reason o' 
common enemies." 

Alec turned away impatiently, but he did not 
interrupt the boatswain, who went on : — 

"Cap'n Ireland, many a good ship's been cast 
away through her cap'n quarrellin' with his officers. 
Master Topp, an officer who can't keep a civil tongue for 
his superiors ofttimes gets hanged. Job, ye graceless 
loon, what cause to come grinning down here for ? " 

" Glass run out, uncle ; my watch over." 

" Cap'n Ireland, then, it's your next watch ; an' I 
hope you'll pardon an old mariner for plain-speaking 
when it was needed." 

Without a word Alec left the cabin and went on 
deck. 

Through the whole of that watch I lay in my 
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bunk, brooding, brooding, brooding. To quarrel 
with my sworn shipmate, and about such a trifle, 
tool Fool that I was I That we had had a 
serious wrangle, and one whose consequences might 
easily bode ill for the success of our venture, there 
was no doubt ; but on looking back on what had 
passed I was almost as much fogged as Willie 
Trehalion to know what the cause of it all was. 
Fool, I called myself; and again, fool! 

Nep came to me and shoved his cold nose against 
my cheek, and I rubbed his coarse, scrubby coat and 
coaxed him to lie down. I was grateful to him, for 
I felt less wretched with a companion, though he 
were nothing but a cat But, then, Nep was not as 
other cats. 

After his watch was out, Alec came below, and by 
the dim light of the horn lantern which hung to the 
beams I could see him pacing the other side of the 
cabin athwartships. He could not see me, and I 
gave no sign of being awake. Presently he b^^an 
to smile to himself, and then turning his gait, made 
straight for my bunk. 

" Jack, old boy, I was the bigger fool of the two." 

" No, Alec, I was by far." 

"No, I. It was my throwing the dice box 
through the port that started it" 

" I proposed the dice." 

*' Come, come ; we won't dispute again. Ill test 
you with jacks of ale." 

We tried ; I won ; and from that moment the 
quarrel was never mentioned. 
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Next morning nine men were down with fevers ; 
several others were undoubtedly sickening for them, 
and the rest were so scared that they were pretty 
sure to catch the infection on the first opportunity. 

There was no wind to drive the foetid mists away, 
and so we had to get out a boat and tow the Bristol 
Merchant up stream by our own exertions. Any- 
thing was better than letting the men stand trembling 
in idleness. But it was not till past mid-day that 
the stewing air was tempered with a breeze from 
the sea, which filled our sails, and gave us headway 
against the sluggish current 

For five days did we tow, pole, and sail through 
this awful canal. Nine men died, almost all were 
sick ; and but for the promise of the pagan and the 
dread of Alec's pistol in the magazine, they would 
have turned the ship's beak to the sea again at any 
hazard. 

On the afternoon of the sixth day we opened out 
a broad, clear-flowing river, and before nightfall we 
were anchored in a snug little bay, with a pile of 
bright-coloured fruits on deck, whose luiscious fresh- 
ness tempted the men to brave certain death from 
over-eating. 

None, however, were any the worse for this change 
of diet, though the surgeon shook his head and 
suggested a good blood-letting all round as a pre- 
ventative of possible evils. The sick men, except 
one who was too far gone to recover, mended as 
though under a spell. 

During our voyage up the mighty stream we were 
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able to revel in fresh meat, too; for the forests 
abounded in game, and the Devon and Somerset- 
shire men, who had poached scores of noble stags 
on brown, boggy Exmoor, sent their clothyard 
arrows and crossbow bolts into many a fine water- 
buck, as he came from the deep covers to gaze 
wonderingly with his great eyes on the strange 
craft that was furrowing the surface of his untilled 
river. 

So fat venison stews smoked in the mess-kids, 
and tough, brine-fossilled beef became but a distant 
memory. 

The navigation was easy, but slow. Alec was 
cautious about going too fast for fear of picking up 
a shoal and getting tightly embedded on it, so he 
kept the ship under easy canvas, very often brailing 
up our courses altogether, unless there seemed every 
prospect of a deep fair- way. 

Thirty-four days of this easy progress brought us 
to the great cataract, which barred our further advance. 
The pag^n had told us of it beforehand, and we heard 
the thunder of the waters a full day before we rose 
themj* Anxious, however, to satisfy ourselves that 
the barrier really was impassable, we held on till the 
current grew too strong to force the ship against it 
under sail alone, and then we bore away into a vast 
lagoon on the northern bank, formed by the back- 
swirl 'from the fall, and dropped our anchor in the 
midst of it 
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CHAPTER VIII 

A SEARCH FOR EL DORADO 

NEXT sunrise saw fifty-six of us ashore. We 
took nothing with us but our arms and 
accoutrements, trusting to the wealth of the forest 
to provide us with all necessary provender by the 
way. Of the hundred and one men who had sailed 
out of Bristol River, twenty-four had died, and the re- 
maining twenty-one, who were all weak from various 
ills, were left behind to guard the Bristol Merchant 
till our return. 

"You will be quite safe," said Alec to them, as 
they stood about the ship to watch our departure, 
" if you keep a bright look-out There's small 
chance of men disturbing the Bristol Merchant in 
her present berth ; and callers won't be so frequent 
as to be a nuisance. If you do have a visit from 
any of the pagan tribes, try kindness first, and, if 
that fails, cannon. How long we may be gone 
I cannot tell you ; but wait for us here three years 
at the least. You are in a land of plenty. The shores 
teem with duck and deer; the waters ripple with 
fish ; the trees of the forest are bending with their 
load of fruit Take then God's gifts that are offered, 
hold peace among yourselves, keep your culverins 
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loaded, and no ill can befall you or your ship, save 
old age and the ordinary maladies of life." 

The men on the ship raised a cheer ; we answered 
them from the shore ; and so we parted. 

There was no path through these virgin forests, 
for the wild beasts that held them never retrod their 
own footsteps, and man had not as yet penetrated 
their lovely solitudes. To force a passage was a work 
of time and infinite hard labour. It was hew and hack, 
hack and hew, wherever the big trees flourished, for 
the Hans which everywhere abounded, had woven 
themselves into one solid maze of interlacing network. 
It was like breaking through a never-ending wall of 
the strongest wicker-work, and I rather think that 
afler the first twenty miles of this sort of tunnelling, 
many of our band of fifty-six envied the lazy lot of 
the twenty-one who. were left behind to g^uard the 
Bristol Merchant 

On the second day out a piece of misfortune befell 
us, which left us without the guide on whom we had 
relied to lead us to the golden city. Our pagan 
allowed himself to be bitten by a venomous serpent, 
and so died. 

The pagan's death was like breaking our compass 
at sea. Without this brown fellow as g^uide we 
could only drift, wandering hither, wandering thither; 
up mountains whose tops were capped with a hood 
of glistening snow, through ravines where the surging 
waters hardly left us standing room ; now making 
bridges of felled trunks, now twisting ropes of tough 
Hans ; now killing a deer for dinner, and now taking 
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a great delight in rolling over a spotted jaguar who 
had marked one of us for his own meaL 

It was weary work, though, and there were times 
D^en we almost gave up the quest in despair ; for 
often after a long day of painful hacking and hewing 
we had to go all the way back again, to get round a 
swampy morass or a precipitous ravine. The dis- 
heartening aimlessness of our toil went very near to 
quenching the fires of the golden beacon which each 
man's hopes held up before his tyes. 

Occasionally we would come across a village of 
Caribs or other savages ; and though they generally 
showed fight at first, as soon as they learned that we 
were enemies to the Spaniards they at once became 
as friendly as possible. 

Job Trehalion was our interpreter ; for having a 
fancy for giving orders to his servant in his own 
langruage, he had picked up a great deal of the pagan 
speech on the voyage out, and so now by a mixture 
of scrappy sentences and dumb show he was able to 
parley with the savages. As none of the rest of us 
knew a word of their talk. Job was immensely proud 
of his accomplishment, and by dint of practising it on 
every possible occasion he eventually became quite a 
good interpreter; or at least, if he misinterpreted, 
we were not competent to point out his error. 

Weary, weary days they were, and utterly profit- 
less seemed our search through those trackless 
forests. Every tribe of Indians we met made signs 
that they knew Manoa, and willingly pointed out 
the direction in which they thought it lay, but a 
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search always brought us to another village, whose 
inhabitants would in their turn declare that the 
golden city lay in a wholly different direction. 

And so we were sent to the vale beyond the 
mountain chain ; from it to the great river which 
lies half-a-moon's journey towards the setting sun ; 
from that to the fire mountain whose snowy tippet 
never melts ; and from that again towards the Great 
Northern Sea. Weary, weary days ! 

But running through all this concert of discourage- 
ment, thejre was one recurring harmony which 
heartened us and kept us constant to our search. 
All the pagans with whom we spoke of the golden 
city gave the same tale in the main, though they 
garnished it with an infinitude of conflicting em- 
bellishments. One would say that the king was 
white like us, another that he was bronze-coloured 
like themselves ; tim one might tell how he ate 
flesh, and that one would swear that his food was 
wholly v^etable ; but all agreed that the city lay 
by a great lake, or on an island in the midst of it, 
and that the worship of the people somehow centred 
on the lake. And greatest spur of all to us hungry 
gold-hunters — all earnestly affirmed that the treasures 
were beyond the power of man to count 

And why should we disbelieve the tale ? Cortez 
and his conquistadores found just siich another city 
and just such another worship in Mexico, as also 
did Pizarro and his crew of bandits in Peru. No 
European had ever trod those paths before them, 
and when their ships touched the shore of the New 
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World they had no better evidence than an Indian 
tale to show them what empires lay beyond. Were 
we to be more unbelieving or more far-seeing than 
they, and to declare that the great Inca the pagans 
told us about was a myth^ a will-o'-the-wisp, or, worse 
still, a sorcerer who could vanish at his pleasure? 

We canvassed the question often over our evening 
camp fire. Willie Trehalion said we were fools, and 
that we should well deserve a Spanish halter when 
at last we felt it chafing our necks ; but the rest of 
us believed still, and so held sturdily on. 

Thus we travelled and travailled for a year and 
seven months and a week and two days, till we came 
to a small valley, barren as a Norfolk sandbank, 
and cut up by a brawling rivulet, which sprawled 
from side to side across it The valley was bounded 
on either side by tall frowning cliffs, which it would 
have puzzled a rat to climb, and it lay on the western 
flank of a range of mountains running north and south, 
which we were trying to cross to what rumour said 
was the certain site of Manoa, on the opposite side. 

For a day and a half we tramped up this stony 
desert, and then came to a wall of rock at the head, 
so steep that the stream which leaped over it was 
torn by the air-fiends to fragments in its fall, and 
dropped into the pool at the bottom as a rainbow- 
stricken shower of shimmering mist. 

We looked round in dismay. Willie Trehalion 
took off his skin skull-cap, laid it on a rock, sat down 
beside it, and screwing his mouth up into a knot, 
began to whistle dolefully. . Job, as usual, grinned. 
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Alec went forward to reconnoitre, hoping to find 
some practicable spot, but in vain. *' Back again/' 
was the word, and with tightened belts, too, for our 
provisions were all consumed, and there was no 
chance of getting any more till we came again to 
the wooded country we had passed through two days 
before. 

Such a march, fasting, was enough to make the 
cheeriest of us shudder, but no one grumbled — ^there 
was nothing to be gained by it So with an empty 
feeling about the waistband, and the comforting 
knowledge that that feeling would soon become a 
gnawing pain, back we trudged, until we came to 
the pass where a narrow ledge of rock jutting out 
from the steep cliff, and overhanging the water, had 
formed our path on the way up. None but a sailor 
or a goat could have passed along it, and as single 
file was imperative, our procession was straggling. 

We were toilfully feeling our way along this 
dangerous mousewalk, when a shout of dismay in 
front told us that some accident had happened 
to the leaders. The jutting elbow of rock pre- 
vented us from seeing what was wrong, but the 
word was quietly passed down the line that a large 
body of Spaniards held the open ground in which 
the track ended, and had captured Alec (who was 
leading), with a noosed cord before he could draw 
iron in his own defence. 

Willie Trehalion and I were bringing up the rear. 
The rest struggled back to us and asked what was 
to be done. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



A SEARCH FOR EL DORADO 93 

" They call on us to surrender," said the lad who 
had been close on Alec's heels. 

" Knowing that there's no food here, an* knowing 
we can't come to honest blows," added Willie 
Trehalion, polishing his head thoughtfully. "The 
Dons have us on the hip. Master Topp." 

" What do you advise, Willie ? " said I. 

" Don't know," he answered. "I'd liefer die, though, 
than yield to the Spanish divils." 

" Quick then I " I cried. " Follow me those who 
dare, and let the rest guard the path." 

It was a desperate chance that I tried, but it was 
just possible that some of us might be able to 
flounder through the rocks and falls and rapids, and 
so come out on the Spaniards further down the river. 
If we could only take them unawares from behind, 
we might get the better of them yet And so with 
forty of the stout fellows after me, I slipped into the 
tearing current 

Sometimes we swam, sometimes we waded, some- 
times we were borne along like so many helpless logs 
of wood down cataracts and through eddies ; and of 
those that escaped drowning, all were bruised and 
battered till their flesh was like a jelly, or their 
bones broke like water-rotted twigs. And of the 
survivors (though it is wormwood even now to 
speak it), as the current carried their half-drowned 
bodies ashore, not one escaped instant or subsequent 
capture. 
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CHAPTER IX 

DIGGING FOR GOLD 

THE Spanish gold mine was a hell set in the 
midst of a paradise, a loathsome canker on 
the fairest piece of earth's bosom. The air was 
loaded with sweet perfumes and foul with Castilian 
oaths ; it murmured with the songs of beautiful birds 
and shivered with the crackings of slave-drivers' 
whips. The humming music of the waterfall was 
marred by the discord of clanking fetters. Nature 
had done her best ; man, as if in jealousy, had done 
his worst It was the Garden of Eden, but in the 
midst of it yawned a loathsome chasm girdled with 
unsightly dibris^ and alive with swarms of filthy, 
ragged slaves. 

For eight horrid months Alec and I and twenty 
of our men worked in the chain-gangs at these 
mines ; and of the torments we endured no words 
of mine are strong enough to give conception. 

To the human fiends who were our taskmasters 
no pleasure was like that of making an Englishman 
suffer pain, and no spectacle so humorous as to see 
him undergo indignity. They drove us like cattle 
to the work ; they made us toil when the fierce heat 
of the day would almost choke the lungs ; they fed 

94 
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us on putrid meat and sour maize bu rgoo, when 
sweet goat's flesh and delicious fruit clusters were 
to be had as cheaply ; they gaoled us at night in a 
squalid, filth-floored hovel, and chained us up like 
wild beasts ; so that in the end they took from us 
even the power to restore our jaded energies with 
sleep. 

Once during a moonless night we broke the fetters 
and tried to escape. Once on a rainy day we rose 
on the guards and made for the woods. Both efforts 
were in vain, and those who did not get cut down or 
shot out of their misery were flogged till the bleed- 
ing flesh hung in shreds from their backs. And of 
our fellow-slaves the mild-eyed Indian peasants 
marvelled in stupid wonder at our foolish daring, 
and the fierce-eyed Spanish thieves and murderers 
gloated over our recapture and punishment 

We were summoned one morning, not to work, 
but to toe a line before the treasury. Great skin- 
covered packs of metal, as much as a man could 
stagger under, were brought out and strapped on 
our shoulders. Then we were all linked to a chain 
and driven off down a narrow trail. Where it led 
we did not know, and no one would tell us ; but 
long though the way was, we marked every inch of 
it with sweat from our brows, with blood from our 
blistered feet, and with muttered curses against our 
merciless captors. Could we but have snatched arms 
and liberty for a few moments there would have 
been a bitter reckoning among these tyrants. 

They knew it, too, and taunted us with our help- 
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lessness ; but the light of hatred in our eyes must 

have scared them a little, else why did they half 

starve us, if not to keep down the growth of super- 

f abundant muscle ? High-mettled horses are not fed 

1^ too well when they are set to do farm work. 

After a weary march of twenty days, during which 
one poor Minehead lad died through sheer exhaus- 
tion, we arrived within view of the blessed sea once 
more, and the sight of it sent new energy pulsing 
through the veins of every man of us. This our 
Spanish masters observed, and grimly bade us 
moderate our joy, for the Holy Inquisition had need 
of us, hereticos maldettos that we were. 

" A galle/s rowbank," said they, " is a berth that 
most men find to be mighty unpleasant, but it is 
a very feather-bed, senores, to the couch which the 
good priests will spread for heretical Englishmen." 

And then they laughed at their own wit, and 
playfully flicked us with the slave whips. 

But the freedom of the sea breez8%ad entered 
into our brains, and we were sanguine, though 
Heaven knows there was but little cause for hope. 
The man next behind me in the chain gang, whose 
shoulders were smarting from one of those humor- 
ous lash-cuts, whispered, " We'll get to wind'ard of 
these devils yet. Master Topp, and then " 

I nodded my head, and, absurd though it seemed, 
I had a feeling that he was right and that we should 
have our turn soon. 

Dipping into a deep ravine, where the tree-tops 
arched above our heads, we camped for the night 
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beneath their cooling shade» and perhaps because 
some spark of pity touched them, perhaps only 
because they were tired of torturing us, the Spaniards 
did not prevent us from trying to cool our hot, 
bleeding feet with the juice of such leaves as were 
within our reach. With but little sleep we wore 
through the night, and next day passed the fortifi- 
cations and entered the town. 

Treasure trains were evidently not an every-day 
occurrence, for the whole town turned out to look 
at us ; and when they saw we were English, a 
movement went through the crowd, and the hootings 
and revilings made the echoes ring again. Of 
noble-spirited pity for a fallen foe there was no trace. 
All faces were cruelly exultant Even the women 
laughed with mocking glee at our wretchedness, and 
bade our drivers " lash their cattle into a trot for the 
last stage." 

And at this there came into my tyes that which 
all the lashings could not bring; for in my folly I 
had fancied that a woman's heart must needs be 
soft 

The gold was unstrapped from our weary shoulders 
and stored in the treasury, and then those of us 
who were English — all except two, that was — 
were marched to a building whose grim and for- 
bidding front needed no sign-post to tell us what 
went on within its stem white walls. We passed 
through an iron-studded gate — ^whose dismal clank- 
ing as it closed behind us sounded like a warning 
voice telling that life and hope were now barred out 
G 
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from us fpr ever — and so across a courtyard into 
which opened a great bare room with high, closely- 
barred windows, where for a little time we were 
left to our own reflections ; and these were none of 
the pleasantest 

Before nightfall a guard of soldiers came and 
unlinked us from our chains. Alec and I, as the 
leaders of our party, were separated from the rest of 
the brave fellows. A small supply of water in dirty 
earthen jars and a handful of coarse, broken crusts 
were given to each of us. Then we were led down 
a flight of well-worn stone steps ; a door was opened ; 
we were sent headlong forward into the darkness ; 
the door swung to behind us, was bolted with a click 
and a double snap, and the footsteps of our gaolers 
echoed along the passages and died away to silence. 

At first the dungeon seemed to us black as a 
slave-driver's conscience, but gradually we noticed 
that a faint light was coming in through a heavily- 
grated window in the wall. Bruised and shaken 
with our fall, we lay on the pavement and wondered 
what would be the next evil to come to us. 

" Ho, ho ! " laughed a weird unearthly voice from 
the murkiest comer of the cell " So tiie/ve given 
you water in pitchers, and then caused you to spill 
the water and break the pitchers in the hurry of 
your entry! Ho, ho! They're funny dogs these 
noble Spaniards." 

I started to my feet, and stared hard into the 
comer ; but the darkness was too thick for me to see 
what manner of thing it was that had addressed us. 
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^ Ho, ho 1 " cackled the voice again ; " more flesh 
to frizzle and crackle in the flames, though there 
isn't over much fat on it ; more skin to be torn by 
the pincers ; more stout limbs to wear the iron 
boot Ah, ha! More sweet work for the kind 
and gentle Inquisition." 

"Who are you," cried Alec sternly, "man or 
ghoul, to take such delight in horrors?" 

"Oh, ho! It's the name you'd like, masters! 
They know that, and I'll not tell you. I publish 
no autobiography till I'm racked for it 'Tisn't 
safe. Walls have ears, and recanting in the in- 
strument room — ^where they've got sawdust on the 
floor, remember — is wearisome to the flesh. But," 
he added, with evil glee, " you'll know that better 
by-and-by." 

A shudder of loathing ran through me at his words, 
and I trembled as a man does when the demon of 
Fear takes hold of him. I do not usually show it 
when I am afraid. But this man was a very hi£h 
priest of horror. 

" Well, friend," said Alec, after a moment's silence, 
" at least you will come to the light and let's have a 
look at you. There's no danger in that" 

" Oh, ho ! Been gazing at the daylight, have you ? 
Eyes not attuned to the darkness, eh? Ah, ha! 
The Holy Inquisition will teach you to see like 
bam owls before you've drunk down all the gentle 
medicine for sick souls that it will ofler you. Are 
you tough, my masters ? " 

A bony claw seized me by the leg, and I could 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



100 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

feel the hard fingers pressing into my flesh like iron 
talons. 

" Good ! Good ! " he cried, as he felt the toil- 
hardened muscles. ^ Here are good stout thews 
and sinews to be tamed!" And he rubbed his 
hands and jangled his fetters. "They'll not set 
the little pot-bellied knave to man the handspike 
when they lay you on the rack. You'll have the 
greater honour ; it will be the tall, lusty one with 
the cross eyes. I used to know his stroke well. 
Ah, me ! I'm getting an old, worn man now, and 
the pot-bellied racker serves my turn. Serves — my 
—turn! Oh! ho!" 

The cell rang loud with his ghastly merriment 

" The poor fellow's mad," whispered Alec to me. 
" Tortured out of his reason, perhaps. Still, he's an 
Englishman, and may be able to give me news of 
my father." And he added aloud, " My good man, 
did you ever meet or hear of Captain Ireland, who 
sailed out of the Port of London for Manoa, and was 
taken by the Spaniards on these coasts ? " 

"Oh! ho!" burst out the unearthly cackling 
again. "Captain Ireland, is it? Ay, the gentle 
merciful hands of the Holy Inquisition were laid 
upon his stubborn shoulders, and his proud back 
was bowed ; and because he would not bend his 
knees to the blessed saints willingly — cross your- 
selves, masters, we may be spied upon — ^they put 
the iron boot on him and crushed the bones to jelly. 
Ay, a haughty man was Captain Harry Ireland, but 
the great mother Church brought him low enough, 
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down even to the ground — cross, you lubbers, there's 
a priest at the window ! — ^where he repented of his 
sins, and swore to be a good Catholic to the end." 

And the man began mumbling Latin prayers, and 
not another word could we get from him, though 
Alec questioned him hard. An Ave or a Paternoster 
was the only answer he would give to our inquiries, 
and these he hurled in our teeth like so many cross- 
bow bolts. 

At length we had to give up the attempt to learn 
anything from our mad cell-fellow. So, weary with 
the toil of our long march, we addressed ourselves 
to sleep, and the Latin mutterings from the comer 
of our dungeon were the lullaby that invited us to 
slumber. 

Next morning the door was opened, and as the 
sunlight from the white-paved courtyard without 
streamed into our cell, it fell upon a naked mass 
of human flesh huddled up in the comer. The man 
was awake, and he blinked his bleared, red eyes as 
if the glare pained them, and then putting up a 
hand, shrunken and sinewy like the talon of a bird 
of prey, he pulled some locks of yellowish-white hair 
over his face to shield it from the brightness of day. 
And all the time a froth of Latin litanies trickled 
from his lips in an unctuous stream. 

More I did not notice then, for a party of soldiers 
laid hands on us, and led us out through the court- 
yard and into a long, low room, draped all in black. 

We were in the judgment chamber of the Holy 
Inquisition of Spain. 
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CHAPTER X 

THE INQUISITION 

OF what cruel scenes could the walls of this 
black-hung chamber speak, were some cun- 
ning hand to work the tale of horror on its sable 
tapestries! Each tragedy to have its picture — 
Heavens! the space would not be ample enough 
for the task, work the needle never so closely. As 
I gazed at these inky hangings, I thought of all the 
stories I had heard of Spanish priestcraft and murder, 
and the memory all but stole my courage from me. 

We were stationed beside two others, one a young 
Spanish woman, and the other an Englishman whom 
neither of us knew. Both of them had gyves on 
wrist and ankle. At the end of the room were 
three priests, and before them was a table on which 
lay an ivory crucifix. The Englishman and the 
woman were made to step forward a pace. They 
were both very pale, and their limbs shook as 
though even to stand were too great an effort for 
them. 

Then the middle priest of the three, a tall, lean, 
stem-looking man, addressed them. 

''My erring children," said he, ''has the gentle 
discipline, which our Holy Church imposed upon you 
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for your good, softened your stubborn hearts, and 
brought you back to the true fold ? " 

'^Gentle discipline!" repeated the Englishman, 
meeting with a smile of quiet scorn the keen glance 
of his questioner. " Look at these marks i " And 
he pulled back the cloth which covered his arms, and 
showed a score of purple wounds. 

Then with a sudden change of feature he did the 
same by the woman, and showed that she, too, was 
branded with their stripes. " And look at those ! " 
he cried wildly, " and may the image of this tortured, 
angry flesh rise before you at the Judgment Day ! " 

"The spirit must be guided through the flesh," 
pronounced the priest calmly. "A shattered body 
for this world is but a trivial matter compared with 
a whitened soul, chastened by penance, for the 
next" 

" You canting hound ! " broke out the other. " You 
butcher of women — yes, flush if your shrunken heart 
can spare the blood to do it with ! Priest, see ! I 
who have never kneeled to man before, kneel to you. 
If there is a spark of your sex left in you, act the 
man to-day, and let this poor gentle lass go her 
way in peace." 

The priest made no answer ; but there was a cold 
flash in his eyes that boded ill for the suppliant 

" She is guiltless," went on the Englishman, with 
fevered haste. " If she has renounced your creed 
it was that she might take mine, her husband's; 
and it was at my bidding that she did so. If that 
be a crime let me answer for it Upon my body let 
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your fiends work their worst It is strong enough 
and tough enough to glut even their bloody thirst 
But spare her tender flesh. God knows it's torn 
enough already. Priest^ I pray to you ; spare her 
further torture. For the memory of your mother, 
for the love of your sister, spare her ! " 

His voice rose to a shriek as he spoke these last 
words ; and he turned and clasped the poor girl in 
his fettered arms. 

"Your blasphemies further not her cause/' said 
the tall priest coldly. " The woman has a soul to 
be saved, and if the Church's discipline prove in- 
efficient she shall stand beside you in the auto-da-fi. 
It is enough. Lead these two away." 

At this point I was very near doing a foolish 
thing, and had I followed my first thought this 
history would never have been written. For when 
the Englishman, maddened by their icy cruelty, 
sprang at his judges, my blood rose in sympathy 
with him and I would have followed, foi^etting that 
the soldiers behind us could have cut me down at 
the movement of a finger. I hesitated a second, 
and that it was that saved me, for the Englishman 
was felled to the ground even in the act of his leap, 
and I saw that it was vain to help him. Therefore, 
I held quiet, and remained so till he and his weeping 
wife were hustled out of the room. 

Then the tall priest turned to us. 

" Are you heretics ? " he asked. 

" No, senor," said Alec " We belong to the 
Reformed Church." 
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The priest frowned. 

" Will you kiss this crucifix and become children 
of the Church, and faithfully adopt all her doctrines ?" 
said he. 

" No, senor ; we will not" 

" Reflect, my erring children," said the priest sadly. 
" Unless you repent you are damned" 

"A matter of opinion, senor," said Alec with a 
polite bow. " And as two churchmen of the different 
faiths could not ag^ee on it, and as neither I nor my 
sworn shipmate are churchmen, we will not ai^e 
with you who are one." 

" This is no place for trifling ! " 

" Senor, I am not trifling." 

" Nor for contradicting your superiors. Soldiers, 
take them away, and if by to-morrow morning they 
shall not have stepped from the paths of error, en- 
deavour to purge them from its clc^ging clays by 
the discipline." 

And so, without another word, we were marched 
back to our cell 

"Well, Alec," said I, when the iron door had 
clanged once more behind us ; *^ the toils are closing 
round fast It seems to me we're in uncommonly 
dangerous quarters, you and I." 

" Oh, ho ! " chuckled the old man from his dark 
comer. " You're a fine lad to-day, a very Hercules 
with those iron thews of yours ; but you'll be a 
groaning cripple to-morrow." 

" A truce to your prophecies, you black-omened 
dotard," I cried, impatiently. 
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" Gently, Jack/' said Alec. " Remember, the poor 
chap's mad." 

" Not he," said I. " But, Alec, will you change 
your faith at their bidding ? " 

"Will you?" 

I could not answer Alec at once. I saw no 
reason for stubbornness if we might honourably yield. 

Alec looked me fully in the face. " I know little 
about their faith," he said. " It's enough for me that 
it's a Spanish faith, and therefore unfit for honest 
Englishmen. I shall not change my creed. Jack." 

" Then no more will I." 

"Right! We will defy them together," cried 
Alec eagerly. 

" Ay, we'll defy them ; but they'll make us dance 
for it, and to the music of our own yells. They'll 
carve up our living flesh in their devilish contrivances, 
and if we hold out they'll make a bonfire of us, as 
the lank priest threatened to do to that plucky 
Englishman and his young Spanish wife." 

There was a moment's silence. I pictured myself 
in the Englishman's place, with Inez standing by 
my side, the Spanish girl who would some day take 
my creed as his wife had taken his. And in this 
hour of my danger the knowledge that my sweet- 
heart was far from me was a great joy, though little 
had I ever thought that it would prove so. 

Alec guessed what I was thinking. " I'm glad 
we've no women with us. Jack," he said simply. 

" Thank Heaven for that ! " said I ; for it might 
have been. 
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And for a while I lay on the straw of the dungeon 
and gave the rein to my despair. 

Meanwhile, Alec paced [up and down the narrow 
cell as though he were on his own quarter-deck, and 
I could see by his tight closed lips and the deep line 
on his brow that his thoughts were no pleasanter 
than mine. Presently he came to a halt before me. 

" Jack, I'm going to escape the torture." 

" How ? Unless Drake or Greville or Dove or 
some other of the English captains were to turn 
up in the nick of time to sack this town and set us 
free, I see no hope of safety. And that chance isn't 
worth thinking of." 

" No, it isn't likely that the Fates would be so 
kind to us as that But see here. When the soldiers 
come to-morrow they will find me limp and dejected. 
Terror will have so unnerved my limbs that I shall 
have to be carried to the torture-chamber. But 
once there, I slip from their hands with a blow here 
and a buffet there, seize the first iron bar or oak 
stool I can lay hands on, and fight like a cornered 
wild cat till some pluckier dog than the rest rushes 
in and finishes me." 

" And the wrist-gyves ? " 

" I shall grasp my weapon double-handed. It will 
fall the heavier." 

" Heel to heel. Alec," I whispered, and squeezed 
his hand. 

The old man had been watching all this atten- 
tively from his comer. Now he broke out with his 
horrid laugh. 
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" Ah, ha, ha ! Cabals and whisperings, plans and 
plottings ! So you think your puny wiles will lift 
you out of the hands of the Holy Inquisition, when 
once they have closed on your heretical carcases. 
Oh, ho, ho! 'Tis a juicy jest indeed. That pot- 
bellied little racker would laugh till his sides cracked if 
he could hear it Ods winches and branding-iron, but 
I must tell him when next he does his duty on me." 

" You choose strange subjects to jest upon, sirrah," 
said I, angrily. 

"Oh, ho! You'd laugh too if you saw the 
humour of it as I do. You may some day, if you 
are tough enough to live through the next half- 
dozen years or so." 

And then he lifted up his cracked voice in a horrid 
song: — 

Riick'Winch cmd brandtng-iron^ 

Thumbscrew and pincers^ 
Steel hose and boot ofiron^ 

' T makes a man grin^ sirs, 
Jag' saw and leaded whip 

Wielded by jesters. 
Each full of merry quip^ 

Failles potent testers. 
Oh richly humorous are the tormentors 
Stcdioned by Catholics over Dissenters / 

"A pretty song, is it not? There's only one 
verse yet, for the poetry's been somewhat knocked 
out of my brain of late. But 111 sing it over again, 
if it pleases you." 

*• In the fiend's name, no ! " 

" Oh, ho, ho ! Does the iron shoe begin to find 
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corns all over the tender feet already? Eh, well 
then; we'll talk of other things. Women, Jack? 
You've a comely face. Jack, though your beard 
would be none the worse for a few chips from 
your mother's shears, and that great stalwart body 
of yours is just the one for a lass to nestle against. 
Got a sweetheart in every port at home, Jack, and 
one or two over besides, I dare lay a twisted cord to 
a thumbnail probe. Eh, lad ? " 

He leered evilly at me, and waited for an answer, 
which I was in no mood to give. 

"Come, Jack," he went on, seeing that I kept 
silence, " don't be sulky. A sailor-man finds women 
to worship him wherever he goes — ay, even in this 
devil's playhouse. Oh, ho ! my pretty man, you'll 
be cuddling a strange lass to-morrow or the next 
day. Many's the highborn lover she's had already ; 
and, what's more, though they all remember her, 
there'll be no jealous rapiers rasping against your 
ribs for her sake. She's called the Scavenger's 
Daughter, Jack. She's had her arms round me, 
lad, and a rare lover's embrace it was, too — ^hot 
and stifling, and for tightness I never knew its 
equal. You may writhe under it at first Oh, ho ! 
I can see you now, wriggling like a crushed snake ! 
But when she opens her arms to let you get your 
second wind, you will admit that the caress was 
worth enduring for the sake of the blessed calm 
which succeeded it" 

"Peace!" I cried, threateningly, "or I shall be 
tempted to foi^et your grey hairs." 
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" Oh, ho ! I crave your pardon for my merriment, 
good Jack, but this shyness of yours is so humour- 
some. But there, we'll leave the wenches and talk 
of drinking. Now, I warrant you've a rare droughty 
throat, Jack, eh ? A neap tide in the ale cask when 
you've had your fill, eh ? Come, confess ; you're a 
thirsty soul, Jack. I can see it in the glint of your 
eye." 

I saw it was useless to attempt to stop the old 
dotard's eloquence ; so, glad at least that he had got 
on to a less gruesome subject, I admitted I could take 
my liquor as well as most men. 

"So? I thought as much. Jack. Well, you'll 
soon have such a bellyful that your skin'U be nearer 
bursting than ever it was in the taverns of England. 
It'll be a weaker brew than you're used to, maybe, 
but they won't stint you in quantity. Ho, ho ! 
before it's done you'll be glad it isn't stronger. 
You stare, good Jack — Oh, ho, ho ! — and think it's 
only a pretty jest of mine. Ho, ho, ho ! Splendid ! 
splendid ! How truly beautiful is innocence ! " 

And then the crazy babbler went off into such 
convulsions of laughter at his own wit that I thought 
he would do himself an injury. 

" Ah, Jack," he went on at length, grinning at me 
till I had to turn away my eyes from his — so evil 
was his glance, " the liquor will be a new one to you, 
and the manner of drinking newer still. No toasts ; 
no stave-lilting ; no dancing, my lad. No, no ; it's 
all done with the most fitting solemnity — ah, ha, ha ! 
They will lash you securely, standing, to a stout post, 
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and press your head back — ^so. Your mouth — Oh, 
ho, ho ! it makes me laugh now to think how your 
poor jaws will ache with the yawn ! — your mouth will 
be propped agape with a splinter of wood ; and some 
fathom above it will be a hogshead of water — ah, 
ha ! Pure, sweet water, Jack ! Ready ? Then out 
comes the plug, and the drink b^ins. What ? You 
glutton, would you have it come in a generous 
stream ? The fun would soon be over at that rate. 
No, no ! Drop by drop it comes, never quickening, 
never slowing ; drop by drop. With a minute glass 
it would be easy to reckon the pace, and then, know- 
ing the capacity of your hold, we could figure out the 
time you'd take to fill. It's a very long process, 
Jackey darling, and you'll see the cross-eyed knave 
who always undertakes this branch of the business, 
depart to his dinner in the full knowledge that when 
he returns, picking his teeth, you'll be supping away 
merrily at your draught How d'ye like the picture, 
Jack?" 

" Horrible ! " said I, " if it's true. But I doubt 
you, old man. They couldn't be such fiends." 

" Oh, oh ! Couldn't they ? What about that lass 
you saw in the Black Room ? " 

" True. They had shown no mercy there." 

" No, my boy. And they won't be kinder to you, 
an Englishman ; that's sure enough. Well, to con- 
tinue the fairy tale. The cross-eyed racker will sit 
down beside you and watch you choking and snort- 
ing and swallowing ; and he'll polish up the cunning 
tools of his trade, humming a tune in the cheery 
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manner of a man who feels he is doing his duty — 
and enjoying it But he is a humane man, Jack, 
this cross-eyed knave, and a great lover of his gentle 
sport So when he sees your face pass through 
three shades of blue and b^n to go black as his 
own conscience, and your eyes are goggling like 
lobsters', and there's a ruddy foam on your lips — 
why, then he'll knock the ash from his cigarillo and 
lay you down to drain awhile, and to recover your 
wind for the next trick. The humour of it. Jack I 
Can't you see it ? Oh, ho I Come, join me in a 
chorus ; the words of it are at least as true as 
anything else that's spoken here: — 

" Oh^ richly humorous are the tormentors 
Stationed by Catholics over Dissenters / 

" Good-night, Jack. My old jaws are quite weary 
with my chatter, pleasant though the theme is to 
both of us. Ah, ha, ha, ha I " 

Then he was silent once more, and I fell asleep. 
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CHAPTER XI 

ON THE ROW-BENCH 

SCARCELY, so it seemed, had I closed my eyes 
when there was a clanking at the door as its 
bolts and bars were withdrawn, and a dozen armed 
soldiers trooped into the room. It was still dark, 
but one of them carried a lantern, and by its light 
I saw that they were all splashed with fresh mud, 
and had evidently been travelling recently and 
rapidly. 

'' Get up, you English dogs," said one of them, 
roughly. " Smartly now ! You're wanted." 

" What for, senor ? " said I, wearily. 

" What for ? How does that concern you ? You 
do as you're told, without asking the reason. Come, 
up you get, you lazy rogues ! " And he began to 
use his heavy boot freely. 

" You're to march out of Caraccas at once," said 
one of the other Spaniards ; " and may keep your 
heretical skins whole for a day or two longer, if you 
have luck." 

" From Caraccas ? " said Alec " Is that where 
we are ? " 

" Certainly, senor," replied the other with a mock- 
ing bow, " and I hope you like our town." 

H "3 
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" Oh, ho ! " chuckled the Old Man. 

The Spaniard turned to him. " You are to come, 
too, old crookbones. Are you too lame to walk to 
La Guayra ? " 

'' Oh, ho, ho I But are we going to La Guayra, 
most wily senor ? " 

"Certainly. Do you think a Spanish caballero 
would trouble to lie to a hound like you ? " 

" Why, if it's to La Guayra I'll make a shift to 
hobble so far. But I'd rather ride o' mule-back." 

" Ride ! " said the soldier with a rude laugh. " I 
warrant you could hobble twice the distance, so that 
it lay away from the offices of the Holy Inquisition." 

"Ah, ha! you've a pretty wit, senor — ^a pretty 
wit! But it's the sweet salt air I wish to sniff. 
The sea breeze is meat and drink to old mariners 
such as I." 

He scrambled to his maimed, distorted legs. One 
of them was shorter than the other ; and that other 
knotted and gnarled like some old willow tree. 

" But you'll let me bid farewell to my pot-bellied 
little racker, senores ? He'll be half beside himself 
with grief at losing such an old boon companion 
as I." 

" Had I my own way, sirrah," said the soldier, 
contemptuously, " I'd break your wry old neck for 
a useless encumbrance ; sense and strength are both 
gone from you. But my orders are to set you to 
an oar along with these two lustier knaves, so come 
along." And he kicked him into the courtyard and 
bade us follow. 
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** The gallqrs ! " said Alec, with a shrug. " Re- 
spited for the present ! " and did as he was bidden. 

I followed, and presently we were linked to a 
great chain-gang with a lot of other prisoners, among 
whom were several of the Bristol Merchants crew, 
who greeted us kindly. Job Trehalion was in front 
of me, scar and grin complete as of yore. 

" Brave news. Master Topp," he whispered. 

"What is it?" said I. 

** Haven't you heard ? There's tidings of an 
English ship that's been harrying the coasts, and 
an Indian spy has brought word that her beak's 
turned t'orst here. There were an armada lyin' i' 
the roads a week agone, but it's sailed west, an' 
there's only a carrack an' a brace o' galleys now. And 
as one o' tiiem last hain't got a man aboard her we're 
to work her sweeps. Brave news, hain't it, Master 
Topp ? Once at sea, who knows what we may do ? " 

He rubbed his hands and grinned till I feared for 
the integrity of his features. 

" Attempt nothing rashly," said I, for I had not 
over much faith in Job's judgment, and feared he 
might start an outbreak which would end in death 
to us all. " Attempt nothing whatever till Captain 
Ireland gives the word. He has a headpiece worth 
ten of yours and mine, Job." 

" Aye, aye, sir," said Job warmly ; ** that he has. 
And when he gives the sign he'll have the lot of us 
at his back, no fear." 

Then the cavalcade was put into motion and 
further conversation became impossible. 
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We passed through the still streets, by churches 
and houses and gloomy convents and great public 
buildings, and so on to the batteries and fortifica- 
tions, where there was strict parley with the 
sentinels before we were let out The Old Man, 
who had been dragging himself painfully along 
behind me, sank down on the muddy road to snatch 
a moment's rest, and through some pity for his 
condition I bade him climb on to my back. With- 
out further ado, up he scrambled, chuckling and 
crying out to the soldiers that he'd got a mule 
to ride, 'or at any rate an ass, after all. This I 
thought was somewhat ungracious. 

The double gates were opened, and out we trooped 
on to a narrow, well-kept road that the frowning 
culverins could have swept with iron hail for a score 
of perches. We passed through other gates and 
other drawbridges thrown across natural clefts, and 
saw other heavily-gunned batteries beside them, 
making the position one of such enormous strength 
^ that twenty good men could have held it against an 
army. 

During the two hours' tramp the sun sprang up 
from behind the eastern hills, and by the time we 
entered La Guayra it was broad daylight 

The Old Man, whom I had set down from my 
shoulders, cried loudly for a breakfast He wasn't 
going to row on an empty belly. Oh, ho, ho ! Not 
he, indeed ! They might thumb-screw his hands to 
the oar, but he wouldn't put an ounce of weight on 
it; no, not even if they twisted a knotted cord 
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round his temples and hove him backwards and 
forwards with that! 

Little notice, however, was taken of his vapourings, 
save to bestow a curse or a blow when his impor- 
tunities grew too noisy. We were hustled roughly 
into boats and ferried across to the galley which 
lay straining at her anchor in the road. 

"She's pierced for thirty sweeps a side," said 
Alec, who had been counting the row-tholes. '' A 
hundred and fifty or a hundred and eighty rowers 
that means unless we are to be singularly under- 
manned." 

''There be three more boat-loads coming off," 
observed Job Trehalion. 

'* Two for us and one for the smaller galley ahead 
there," said I. " And look, there are a host more of 
slaves and soldiers on the shore ready to embark. 
But Where's the carrack, I wonder ? " 

" Hull-down to norrard, master," said one of the 
other Englishmen. 

" Way enough ! " sang out the officer in charge of 
the boat "In oars, and mind you slaves don't 
topple overboard. I don't want to lose you till 
you've done some work." 

" Aye," cried the Old Man, " Spanish lubbers that 
you are, let the English seamen go first and show 
you the way!" — and got a scabbard blow across 
the face to quiet him. 

She was a galley of the first class ; and from her 
keen steel beak to her gilded coach she was, for a 
galley, as fine a craft as ever ran to windward against 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



118 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

a nor'-easter. But from our coign of disadvantage 
we did not look upon her with much appreciation. 
She had been lying idle for a full twelvemonth, and 
yet had scarcely had time to sweeten. I never sat 
on anything harder or rougher than her row- 
benches. 

Each of us English was stationed at the end of 
an oar — ^a post of honour, if there can be such a 
distinction for slaves who are chained to their work 
— and the five other tennants were manned by rap- 
scallion landsmen of whom there seemed to be a 
very liberal supply. 

A soldier commandant and five soldier officers, 
mighty fine armour-clad gentlemen all, took posses- 
sion of the coach and cabin on the spar deck. A 
handful of dirty, lubberly sailors and a company of 
soldiers were stationed forward ; and when a few 
handsful of maize burgoo had been distributed 
amongst us slaves, the drivers on the gangway 
cracked their whips, and we swung out our oars 
and got under way. 

The galley had been pretty lively as she plunged 
at her anchor, and the Spanish cut-purses and cut- 
throats beside us were beginning to feel uncom- 
fortable ; but when she got some way on and the 
motion became easier they thought their qualms 
would pass away, and so they broke out into a 
monotonous chant, which marked time for the 
swing. 

But their song did not last long. By rapid d^jees 
the " cheep-cheep " of the tholes drowned it, as the 
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long, rolling swell of the Caribbean Sea rocked us 
up and down, and the swarthy faces of the rogues 
became sallow as old ivory. 

And then b^an a scene of misery that sickens 
me even now to think of. 

The poor wretches, in the agony of their sickness, 
would fain have dropped the oar-tennants. The 
drivers lashed them, lashed us, lashed all within 
reach. The helm was put up to run along the 
coast, and the beam roll made the sufferers still 
more siclc They could not do a doit's-worth of 
work, and in their loathing bade the drivers fling 
them overboard. 

We English could not each do the task of six, 
and cursed the drivers for our unearned stripes. 
The officers in the stem swore haphazard at all 
they could clap eyes on. And above all the hellish 
tumult and discord rose the weird unearthly " Oh, 
ho's I " and " Ah, ha's ! " of the Old Man. 

Then came a lull of exhaustion, and the Old Man 
thought it a fitting time to air some more of his 
poetry. This was the chant his harsh voice grated 
out: — 

Score up the heretics ; 

Lay on your scourges; 
Beat time while gcdle^s bends 

Lift to the surges. 

Torture like fiends of hell; 

Keep thongs in motion ; 
Make every sea-dog here 

Drink up his potion ; 
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Drink up his cup of wrath 

Down to the dreg-lees. 
Poison the air with oaths; 

Poison the sea bruze. 

Store up an enmity 

Never forgiven ; 
Then hie you to the priest; 

Get yourselves shriven. 

Soon now the tide will turn ; 

Turned be the lashes. 
Soon shall your bodies earn 

Vengeance for gashes. 

"Crack!" came the driver's whip across the 
singer's bare shoulders. 

" Best keep your wind to yourself, old prophet,'' 
growled a stout fellow who sat near him ; " seein' 
that we're chained up here like dogs, and can't stir 
a fist to right ourselves with," 

" I tell you, good fellow," replied the Old Man 
earnestly, ''before another day is spent you shall 
drive a steel axe through these Spanish head-pieces." 

" I'd do it blithely. Old Man," said the other ; 
" aye or through six, or through sixty if it came 
to that But there, you're babbling. The/ve 
driven your old brain crazy, poor master, with 
their hellish torturings." 

"BabbUngs?" cried the Old Man fiercely, "I 
tell you, Jan Pengony, that as surely as your back 
is a mass of sores to-day, so surely shall you pay 
back a sword-thrust for every whip-cut they have 
given you." 
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'' In the fiend's name how did you learn mine ? I 
never set eyes on you afore. Is it magic, master ? " 

" Ah, ha ! Magic ! Oh, ho ! Aye, magic's the 
word, Jan. I've lived long amongst these very good 
friends the Spaniards, and the devil, who is their 
patron saint, has taught me many things. You 
needn't cross yourself, Jan ; they say he doesn't 
Uke it" 

** The Lord be between me and harm 1 " exclaimed 
the man devoutly. 

I could hear the scared sailor mumbling a strange 
mixture of hard words and scraps of prayer to 
keep off the evil spirit, and I more than half shared 
his alarm. But though I had no wish to be beholden 
to anyone who worked magic, still I could not help 
the feeling of elation which the uncanny old prophet's 
words roused in me. By virtue of his powers the 
Old Man appeared to guess the thoughts which 
were simmering in my mind, for presently he sang 
out, " Well, Jack, my brawny g^ant, are you ready 
for a cut at your oppressors ? " 

'•Peace, Old Man," said I, "if the soldiers hear 
you, they'll smell mutiny, and fire mumchance into 
the lot of us." 

''Oh, ho! No fear, Jack. A Spanish hidalgo 
doesn't know our heathen tongue." 

"Maybe not," said I, "but there's no harm in 
being prudent And another thing, Old Man, I 
warn you not to practise your devilish arts on me, 
for I know Latin, and if you're a warlock youll be 
finding yourself in uncomfortable quarters." 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



122 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

**Oh, ho! It's well for you, Jack, that the 
Spaniard is too fine a gentleman to cumber himself 
with barbarous English. Had my worthy friends 
on the poop heard your insolence — setting yourself 
up as an exorcist — ^you wouldn't have escaped with a 
beating. Verily, it was great presumption on your 
part Know, Jack, that none but a shaven papist 
priest, with three crafty torturers trailing on to his 
cassock, can quiet the devil of which I am possessed 
now, if that excellent devil wishes to speak. But at 
present he is dumb. Jack, so get on with your toil ; 
for though we are heading for the place of deliver- 
ance, there are many weary leagues left to row 
before we reach it" 

Then with his teeth close set, and a constant 
stream of mutterings and subdued laughter forcing 
their way between them, he swung to his oar with 
an energy that his wasted muscles seemed to me 
incapable of supplying. 

The Old Man's words filled me with hope, and 
the powers that inspired them with fear: so, un- 
willing to be further beholden to his art, I kept my 
tongue quiet, and looked out to seaward. 

Keeping even pace with us was a large carrack of 
about 500 tons, pierced for a great quantity of 
ordnance, and crammed to the bulwarks with 
soldiers. Hanging on her windward quarter was 
another galley, rowing four oars fewer than our- 
selves, and she, too, carried a heavy fighting crew. 
With a sinking heart I recc^^ised that the three of 
us would be too strong for the Englishman ; for 
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though I knew that one of his lads was a match 
for eight or maybe ten of these glittering Spaniards 
any day, still against odds of fifty to one his chance 
was hopeless. He might beat us off, or perhaps even 
sink us ; but capture us, never. 

And so the Old Man's words seemed to me to be 
but foolishness after all. And with that thought I 
once more tore at my oar in sullen gloom. 

Towards nightfall we had a rest The galley's 
sails were hoisted to catch the rising breeze, and 
so, drawing the oars a trifle inboard, we slipped 
the handles under the gangway, leaving the shining 
blades acock in the air on either side of her. All 
round us was sickness and misery. The sun 
sank behind a reef of purple cloud, and the freshen- 
ing wind began to hiss and shriek more keenly 
through the oar-blades. 

The sea got up, the rain poured against us in 
cutting sheets, and squall after squall tore from the 
inky blackness above. The galley was allowed to 
run under foresail alone, and a course was shaped 
for El Pueblo del Norte, on the north side of 
Margherita. But the lubberly soldier Spaniards 
had not known enough to keep a good reckoning 
while daylight lasted, and so, holding too much 
to the northward, did not make out the island till 
we had almost passed it And then, as she would 
not turn to windward under sail, and as the sea was 
too heavy for the sweeps, they let the galley drift 
where she would, and took themselves to their 
prayers, hoping by the help of the saints to find 
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themselves under the lee of one of the Windward 
Islands by daybreak. 

But while our masters busied themselves in calling 
out to the saints, and with their own hands did 
nothing for the safety of their vessel, we in the 
waist were merrily occupied. 

A driver in his passage along the gangway swerved 
to a roll which threatened to ^ jerk him from his feet, 
and grasped at a certain carroty head for support 
There was a clank of chains, and the man drew his 
hand away [as though the head had burned him. 
Too late ! for Alec had gripped his 1^ and pulled 
him down. The driver yelled. The shrieks of the 
storm drowned his first cry, and a blow from a 
clenched fist silenced the second. The shackle-key 
was ripped from his belt and passed down the 
outside line of slaves. 

Darkness hid every movement, and the voice of 
the storm hushed all other lesser sounds. In half an 
hour we English were every man of us unfettered, 
and ready for a bid for freedooL 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE FIGHT FOR FREEDOM 

HARDLY was the last of us free from the oar 
shackles, when with a shout which rose high 
above the din of the winds and waves, we rushed 
from below and crowded, a naked mob, on to the 
poop. There was a brief turmoil of blows and blas- 
phemy, weapons were snatched by the weaponless, 
some of the Spanish officers went overboard, and 
the rest were gaoled in the coach. Now for the 
common soldiers! 

In a body we rushed forward into the thick of 
them, and one or two were knocked into another 
world before our lads could stop their rush. 

" Surrender," shouted Alec loud above the tumult 

Not a man of us heeded or stayed his stroke. A 
dozen more Spaniards fell like pole-axed bullocks. 

" Surrender, and you shall have quarter," cried the 
captain again. 

The Spaniards, such of them as had had time to 
seize arms, dropped their weapons at the word and 
scurried below out of harm's way. Our men let 
them run — nay, even hurried them with the flat of 
a sword blade when they were too slow. 

And thus in the space of a few minutes we had 
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made ourselves masters of the galley, and had not 
lost a man in the doing of it 

"Get her baled clear, Jack," cried Alec, '^and 
then come aft to me." 

" Ay, ay, captain. And the Spanish galley-slaves ? 
Shall I send diem adrift from their moorings ? " 

''Will they join their countrymen, think you? 
Remember, there are scarcely two dozen of us all 
told." 

" Not they. They've suffered too much to want 
their heels in the bilboes again." 

'' Well, knock the irons off them, and set them to 
bale. We must have shipped a fearful weight of 
water to make us float so deep. See they don't get 
hold of any arms, though," he added, anxiously. 

"Where's the Old Man?" 

" On guard over the forescuttle. He's like a fury ; 
gnashing his teeth with n^e against the prisoners, 
and cursing them with a pretty assortment of the 
finest Castilian oaths. He wants to heave the whole 
lot overboard." 

" Ay, captain," bawled Pengony, who was standing 
near, " an' he says them Spaniajxls is like Jonases, 
an' we'll be cast away afore day dawn if we keeps 
'em nigh us." 

" Does he say that ? " I exclaimed in dismay. 

" What if he does ? " said Alec, carelessly. " Never 
heed what the Old Man says. They distorted his 
mind, Jan, when they crippled his body." 

"The Old Man prophesied true once," growled 
Jan in his deep ocean-voice — '' telled that we should 
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be at liberty, which we are ; and after a scuffle with 
them hounds, which we had." 

" And," said Alec with a laugh, " I might have 
prophesied as much, and yet you would not call me 
a wizard." 

** Ay, captain, but he telled me my name, me, Jan 
Pengony, as he'd never seen afore. These bain't 
idle words he's speakin' now. And Master Topp 
there thinks as I do, captain, I warrant" 

« Why, yes," said I. "I think it would be safest 
to strike the cai^o overboard" 

" It would be sheer murder," said Alec, warmly. 

I laughed. « Would it ? " said I. " Then I'll do 
it, and never expect my conscience to trouble me for 
it after. They are only Spaniards, after all." 

" Only Spaniards ! " cried Alec fiercely. " They're 
men. And to kill men in cold blood is murder, I 
tell you. Mark me. Jack Topp ; I've killed half a 
score of the breed in fair fight, and God willing shall 
serve my country by killing several score more 
before old King Death gets to windward of me 
But this — never ! So to your duty Master Topp, 
and I to mine." 

Jan Pengony looked after him as he walked away 
along the gangway, and then turning his weather- 
beaten face to mine growled out : — 

** Captain's heart's an honour to him, Master Topp, 
but it'll work him ill yet His father's was so afore 
him ; spared the Spaniards when he could ha' 
crushed 'em, so I've heard tell, an' they forgot it, an' 
crushed him instead when their turn came. Mark 
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me, Master Topp, the fewer Spaniards there be 
cumbering the seas, the safer be they for English 
mariners." 

And I believed he was right, but said nothing, 
and went to see to the baling of the galley. 

We got her dry after much hard labour, and 
leaving the balers at their work — for every now 
and then a big sea would come inboard — I went 
aft to the poop. Alec was at the tiller himself. 

" Whereabouts are we, Alec ? " I asked. 

" I'm not sure," he replied anxiously. " None of 
those dolts in the coach know in the slightest They 
are all soldier officers, and far too fine hidalgos to 
trouble themselves about a ship's reckoning. The 
pilot busied himself with that, and he's with the 
sharks now." 

" Ah, well," said I, " if s blowing too hard to last 
We shall get a glimpse of the stars soon." 

" Yes, I expect to be able to get our latitude soon, 
but we'll have to guess the longitude. The lubbers 
have let the glass run down." 

" How are we by the Windward Islands ? " 

" Can't say. There's no chart on board of any- 
thing east of Margherita, but I know that the reefs 
in these narrow seas are as thick as pickpockets in 
the London streets. So get you forward. Jack, with 
your best eye well skinned, and if we seem likely 
to pick any of them up, let me hear a good North- 
country hail. There's a lead-line in the bittacle 
there. Take it forward with you, and put a hand 
in the chains to try for a sounding occasionally." 
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I went forward. " Here, Pengony and Trehaljon/' 
I cried, " take the deep-sea lead to the chains. Don't 
let it go too deep while we're scudding at this rate." 

" Ay, ay," cried the men, and I went forward my- 
self to the forecastle head. 

The galley was plunging desperately, ripping up 
the seas with her keen beak, dipping her stem into the 
green bulk, and sending great masses of foaming vrater 
curling over the forecastle deck. All our bulwarks 
had fortunately been torn away, else we must have 
foundered with the sheer weight of water they held 
— and I found it no easy work to keep my po^t 
Standing was impossible, so I sat down on the 
streaming planks, holding on to the breeching of a 
gun, and straining my eyes into the howling darkness 
ahead whenever the interval between two waves left 
my poll uncovered. Now I could feel that we were 
rushing up a liquid hill, now tearing down into a 
raging valley ; now the galley, bad sea-boat that she 
was, would rip through a crest and settle down 
sluggishly, now she would shake herself clear and 
race forward afresh — but not a fathom in front could 
I see. We sped out of inky night astern into more 
inky night ahead. The darkness of Acheron was on 
us. I must trust to my ears alone 

But it was a very Babel of sounds that filled the 
spume-sown air; the groaning of timbers like to 
part with their straining, the fiiry of the wind 
amongst the rig^ng, the roar of the seas as they 
ground against one another like liquid millstones, 
the terror shrieks of the Spaniards, the duty bawls 
I 
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of the seamen, made up a din indescribable. I 
might just as well have been aft for all the good I 
could do ; but while Alec stuck to his post at the 
tiller I would stick to mine in the bows. 

Heavens, what a turmoil there was ! The spirits 
of the storm were out and busy, taking vengeance 
on us for disregarding the Old Man's words when 
he bade us surrender the Spaniards to their grasp ; 
and in their heavy anger they tossed our crazy bark 
about among the waves like a chip of wood in a 
sluice run. I feared much that Alec's chivalrous 
generosity would cost the lives of more than one of 
those under him. 

"But avast mooding! What is that? Surf? 
Breakers? A reef?" A sea broke over me, and 
its crash drowned all more distant sounds. It 
cleared away. ''Yes! The shore is close aboard 
us!" 

I had just opened my mouth to hail when down 
plunged the g^le/s head again, and souse I went 
under, in full cry. 

The next minute, when that wave set me free, I 
yelled as I had never yelled before. Down went 
the helm as far as Alec dare press it, and over 
heeled the galley's lee gunwale till the wave-heads 
came pouring in amongst the terrified slaves. 

" Breakers still ahead ! My God, they are all 
round us ! " 

All hands could hear them now. We saw their 
white curling crests beckoning to us, and in a moment 
we were rolling amongst them. 
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There is one clear spot on the lee bow. 

** Hard-a-larboard ! Keep her avray, Alec, for 
your life ! " 

Now we are through the channel and heading to 
the next line of surf. The water is smoother. Can 
we round-to for an anchor? No, she would only 
drift on to the rocks broadside on. At them, then, 
straight, and, please God, we may be carried over 
somehow ! 

Crash ! she struck upon the reef — and then crash I 
and again— crash ! 

Every timber shivered, and the foremast came 
down within an inch of my arm. 

The terrified soldiers below burst up the fore- 
hatch and streamed on to the deck. The waist was 
full of foaming water and struggling men. The 
heavy seas were making a clean breach over the 
poop. 

Crash I Crash I ! Crash ! ! ! 

We ground and bumped upon the cruel rocks, 
and, for aught we could see in the gloom, the reef 
might be a flood-wash rock in the midst of a desert 
ocean. 
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WHAT BEFELL THE CARRACK 

A COLD grey dawn at length lighted up the 
wreck, and as the chilly rays ruddied and 
grew warmer, the violence of the gale b^an to 
moderate, and the crested seas lost their cruel 
whiteness. The stem half of the galley had been 
torn away by the heavy surf, and crumpled up like 
a sea-urchin's shell ; and with it most of the heavily- 
armoured Spanish officers had disappeared. Perhaps 
a score, too, of the slaves had been washed away and 
drowned, and with them three or four of the soldiers 
who had rushed into the waist when we struck. 

Of the English, however, not a man was missing. 
Used to trucking with the ocean, they had scrambled 
to what instinct said was a coign of safety ; and now 
clustered, a brawny, well-armed group, on the fore- 
castle head. 

A short cable off from where we were wedged 
the land rose high and dry — a small island,, so 
far as we could make out in the as yet uncertain 
light 

"The water's shallow," said Job Trehalion with 
his broadest grin. " Shall we go ashore, cap'n ? " 

«3« 
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" We can wade most of the way,** said I, " and 
for the rest, those who can't swim can raft them- 
selves on planks ; there are plenty of them floating 
about" 

** What about sharks ? " observed Alec. 

" Oh, ho ! " chuckled the Old Man. « Never fear 
the sharks. They've enjoyed a good bellyful of fat 
Spaniards ; they won't be hungry for lean English- 
men. See, I'll give a lead ! " And into the water 
he flopped, and paddled with his arms to the shore 

The rest of us followed, some swimming, some 
on fragments of wreckage, and in a short time all 
got safely to land. 

It was a small island, about two miles in girth, 
that we had been cast on, and the myriad sea-fowl 
circling round our heads showed us there was little 
danger of starvation ; but as there was no pond or 
stream in sight, half of us scattered in search of 
fresh water, whilst the rest busied themselves on 
the shore or in the surf, laying hold of any bits 
of wreckage that might drift within reach. 

Spanish bandit and Spanish soldier worked cheer- 
fully beside the English sailor, and no one could 
have told that a dozen hours ago they were flying 
at one another's throats. But though we had by no 
means ceased to regard the Spaniards as prisoners, 
the pressing need of the moment thrust party rancours 
into the shade. We were all shipwrecked, and for 
the time everything else was of minor moment 

The blazing sun quickly dried whatever we were 
able to rescue from the vrater, so we were soon in 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



134 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

a position to light a fire with which to cook the sea- 
fowl which some of us had caught Before nightfall 
we had a goodly array of these hanging on spits 
before two huge fires, and scores of fresh eggs 
roasting in the embers. 

'' Better food this than you've been accustomed to 
of late," cried the Old Man, as he threw down a 
carcase from which he had been tearing the tough, 
fishy fibre with his teeth. ''But the sea-fowl will 
soon become scary if we stay here long, and then 
we shall have to take to barbecued Spaniard. Oh, 
ho ! A juicy morsel indeed ! " 

I turned from the old ghoul with a gesture of 
horror. He noticed it, and I thought he winced. 

** Ah, ha ! Jack, how do you like the prospect ? " 
he inquired banteringly. " I'd give another toe naU, 
if the torment chamber had left me one, to see those 
great jaws of yours mumbling over a rib of fat 
Spanish mutton." 

"Peace, cannibal!" said I. ''The sea-fowl will 
last us for many a long day yet, and when they're 
gone we can live on shell-fish." 

"Nay, but the Old Man's right. Master Topp," 
growled Jan Pengony's deep voice. "Gulls soon 
gets scary, and fish is bad to depend on, let alone 
bein' thin sort o' food to fight on at the best o' 
times." 

" Then," said Alec decidedly, " the sooner we get 
away from here the better. There are six other 
islands clustered near us. One is a mere vrave- 
washed rock, four are, I think, about the size of 
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this, and one which lies some league and a half 
to the south-east appears to be of considerable 
size." 

'' Ay, captain, if we had a boat to reach it," put 
in Pengony. 

"We have whafs as good — ^the material for a 
raft," replied Alec "Now I think that the first 
thing to be done is for a small party of us to raft it 
across to that larger island, and see what prospect it 
offers. If bad we are no worse off than before, and 
can come back and make a lai^er raft on which we 
may attempt the voyage to the Spanish Main itself. 
And once there, and in the neighbourhood of 
Spanish towns, we shall be able to improve our 
fortunes by a sufficiently generous use of our English 
muscle." 

" We'll help ourselves and spoil the thievin' Dons, 
no fear, captain," observed one of the men. " But 
if that's to be our venture, what call to go over to 
the large island at all ? " 

"Because I hope we may find a ship there, or 
even a town. I have heard that the Spaniards have 
pearl fisheries hereabouts, which ought to prove an 
easy quarry for us, while the other plan may mean 
a long tiresome hunt, lasting for months." 

" Axin* your pardon, captain," said another, " but 
wouldn't it be best to build the big raft straight 
away? If there's Spaniards on that there island, 
why, then, the more of us as there is to tackle 'em 
the better ; and if there bain't, why, we can just go 
straight on." 
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** No " said Alec, " a raft large enough to cany all 
of us would be heavy to handle, and far too con- 
spicuous. I propose to build a light vessel, just big 
enough for four, without being cumbersome. In this 
we could go across quickly by night and land un- 
observed, while a latter raft, slug^sh in its move- 
ments, would certainly be seen if the island is 
inhabited ; and an arquebusier or a couple of archers 
could pick us off one by one before we got a chance 
of landing." 

"Oh, ho!" put in the Old Man at this point, 
" the youngster's got some sense in him after all ! 
Do as your captain tells you, you dolts, and if 
he lands you all in heaven you can say it's the Old 
Man's fault" 

The men said no more, for they yielded to the 
old dotard's counsel when another, and he a man of 
unimpaired brain, might not have succeeded in per- 
suading them. Even I felt more comfortable now 
that the plan had been approved by this uncanny 
authority. 

The discussion was closed, for no one had any- 
thing more to say. We set a watch to guard 
against possible attempfts on the part of our prisoners, 
and addressed ourselves to slumber. 

During the next day a small raft was made, and 
when night fell four of us embarked on it Alec 
and myself with Jan Pengony and another — the two 
last being enormously powerful men — formed the 
crew; and after we had cautiously paddled out 
through the reef we set a rag of sail and steered a 
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course by the stars. The sea was smooth, the wind 
was dead aft, and slipping through the water at 
about a knot and a half an hour we made the island 
a little before midnight The surf broke at the foot 
of tall, forbidding cliffs, and as there appeared no 
place for landing we lowered the sail, and taking to 
our paddles worked round to the southward. 

In about a mile we came upon a scrap of shelving 
beach, upon which, after much trouble, we drew the 
raft up, and then set out to explore. 

It was mighty hard work scaling the cliff, and all 
our nimbleness was needed to keep clear of falls. 
But we reached the top at last, and at once found 
ourselves in a tangled lian-^bound forest, through 
which it was furiously hard work to press a passage. 
It did not, however, extend very far, and presently 
we came out into the open again. The sea-fowl 
were not quite so numerous as on Galley Island, 
but there were gay-plumaged parrots and other 
land birds in abundance. There were traces, too, 
of four-footed beasts, and presently we flushed from 
a piece of swamp a fine drove of pigs, which made 
our mouths water and our heels itch to give chase. 
This, however. Alec forbade, saying that hunting cries 
might be dangerous if there were Spaniards in the 
neighbourhood. He bade us walk prudently, there- 
fore, rove our eyes and kennel our tongues. 

"Why all this caution?" said I with a laugh. 
" There's never five-toed foot trodden these thickets 
since deluge-time." 

" Very possibly. Jack ; but have you no sense 
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besides those keen eyes of yours ? Turn your nose 
up wind, man." 

"Well?" 

«* Now sniff." 

** There's nothing but a smell of heated marsh and 
rotting leaves, with a sprinkling of pungent flower- 
odours every now and again." 

** Yes ? And what bush do you think these same 
flowers grow on, Jack ? " 

"How should I know? I never learned their 
outlandish names. Fire tree perhaps. It smells 
something like smoke." 

" Something like smoke ? " replied Alec, drily. 

" Why, it is smoke ! " 

"Ay, smoke sure enough. I saw a thin blue 
wreath of it floating up above the clump of bushes 
ahead there not a minute since. Look, there goes 
another I " 

" Phew," said I ; " Philistines, for an Emperor's 
ransom ! " 

" Exactly," said Alec ; " and therefore it seems to 
me we had better advance carefully and reconnoitre 
their position. They may be only one or two, or 
they may be hundreds. So forward to the bushes ; 
keep the cover of the long grass as much as possible, 
and be ready to duck down your sconces smartly if 
an)rone puts in an appearance. There's no use in 
bringing the whole rookery round our ears by 
carelessness." 

" Ay, ay, captain," said Jan Pengony with a grin, 
1st me an' Garge here for that We haven't 
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forgotten how a Dartmouth deer's poached yet ; an' 
we got the wind o' this 'un, so it's as easy as makin' 
a riled Spaniard swear." 

We went on again through the rank vegetables, 
startling more pigs, and keeping a bright look-out 
for chance snakes, but not a trace of Spaniards did 
we see ; and in a very short space we were peering 
through the further end of the copse. Neither house 
nor fire was in sight ; but the tiiin trunk of smoke 
rising in front of us could mean nothing but that 
there was a fire burning somewhere out of our 
sight It rose from a rocky fissure in the open 
ground, circled listlessly into the air, and was 
carried away on the wings of the gentle breeze. 

** The Lord be good to us ! " said one of the men 
in awed tones. " We'se gotten on a burning island 
that'll belch out fire and melted rocks, like the 
volcanoes they tell of on the Peru coast" 

" Sniff it, Gai^^e, sniff it," said Pengony. " Smoke 
like that bain't come from the devil's stithy. There's 
brimstone in his'n, and this be honest wood-reek, or I 
never smelt my mother's fire. Lift up your bottle 
nose an' sniff, Gai^je." 

Like a hound at fault, Gai^e sniffed, and as he 
sniffed pondered at some length. 

" Ay, wood-reek, sure enough," he mumbled out at 
last, and relapsed into puzzled silence. 

Meanwhile, Alec and I had advanced to the fissure 
and tried to look down it ; but the pungent vapours 
made all the air in the shaft to dance, and at the 
same time bit our eyes so smartly that we were glad 
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to draw our heads back out of their reach as quickly 
as possible. We could see nothing at all. 

" I have it, Jack," said Alec, in a whisper. " There's 
a cave somewhere below us, and its occupants are 
cooking their breakfast ; that's the meaning of the 
wood-smoke." 

" A cave ? Then it must have some other open- 
ing besides this chimney if there are men in it" 

" Of course, at the foot of the cliff. If we go to 
that knoll in front there we ought to command a 
view of it" 

" Forward, then, and we'll find out" 

" Cautiously, Jack, cautiously ! We don't want to 
bring the whole hornets' nest about our ears. We 
had better tell the other two to hide in the copse 
and fill their bellies with plantains whilst you and 
I reconnoitre." 

We did so, and then crept cautiously forward to 
the brow of the cliff. The sight that met our eyes 
when we gained the crown of the knoll and looked 
out from amongst the graceful fern-fronds which 
sheltered it, was one to make a sailor's heart sad. 

There before us lay a land-locked harbour, shelt- 
ered from outside view on every side, yet capable of 
giving anchorage to an armada if need be. Not a 
vessel floated on its smooth waters, and a solitary 
seal was swimming about near its upper end, now 
fishing for his breakfast beneath the surface, now 
erecting his head and staring anxiously about him. 
We paid but little heed to him, however, for at 
the harbour entrance we saw that which to any 
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true mariner is the saddest sight in the whole 
world. 

A finger of rock rose black and ugly from the 
soft, blue waters, and wedged into a cleft which 
divided it to the water's edge lay the corpse of 
what had once been a stout and stately ship, a 
snowy-plums^ed carrack. Now, with her foremast 
snapped like a carrot above the round-top, a great 
yawning chasm in her waist, and rivers of clear water 
hissing into the retreating ebb from a score of start- 
ing seams in her sides — she was but a battered ruin, 
a ghastly wave-racked wreck. 

A hundred different signs — ^the litter of cordage 
on her deck, the streamers of fluttering canvas 
hanging over her shattered bulwarks, the tangled 
fringe of broken spars and sea-torn planks floating 
like fallen leaves around her — all made it easy for 
a seaman's eye to judge that she had not lain there 
long ; and the great storm of two days ago gave an 
exact date. 

No sign of life showed upon her littered decks. 
The sun was high in the morning heavens, but her 
gunners were not furbishing op her culverins and 
falconets in the waist No candle-trimmers were 
in the poop-lanterns, cleaning the glasses and refilling 
the sconces. No cooks were busy heating the great 
ship's kettle to boil the morning meal. The last 
sentry had left his post without calling relieC The 
silence of death was over all. 

In the open channel which lay between the carrack 
and the landspit, there floated something over which 
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a dozen sea-fowl were screaming aud fighting. A 
glance was enough to show what it was for which 
they fought ; it was the ill-starred lover of a mer- 
maiden — some stout mariner swept from the decks 
by a huge green wave, and then seized by snowy 
arms and carried away to a beauteous home amongst 
the branching sea-shrubs. 

I could see in my mind's eye all that happened 
from the moment when he was loosed from his 
trance. 

He yawns, stretches, shakes himself, awakens. The 
mermaid is standing beside him, glass in hand, comb- 
ing her streaming tresses. She turns, meets his gaze, 
and speaks in words which fill him with delight 
^She puts a conch shell to her ruby lips, and blows 
'a call It sounds afar through the waving bushes, 
through the rainbow-coloured weeds, over the open 
plain, through the tangled forest The brilliant 
fishes hear the note, and shoot away through the 
limpid water with its messs^e. A school of dolphins 
cry holiday to their master, and come gambolling 
up to the tryst, to lie in a gleaming circle on the 
jewelled sand. Then follow troops of mermaidens, 
some riding on the backs of shaggy sea-horses, some 
racing along in shell chariots drawn by teams of 
emulous porpoises ; and after them come the mer- 
men, bearing posies of fair sea-flowers which wither 
when they meet the air. All stand and marvel at 
the mortal who has ventured down amongst the 
glories of their enchanted kingdom. 

Then there bursts out a strain of delicious melody ; 
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and the mermaidens' chant, which rises and falls to 
the throb of the sea-bosom, tells the lone stranger 
how he must comport himself, if he wishes to endure 
in this land of his new birth. 

And this did I hear them sing : — 

The Greeting. 

^ Welcome y bright welcome y O wave-cradled mariner ; 
Welcome to bask in our beauteous realm. 
Pleasure it is for the merfolk to minister 
Unto a mortal beneath Oceatis whelmJ* 

The Proffer. 

" We are thy servants Lord^ slaves to thy beckoning; 

Come let us lead to the great Sea-Kin^s hall; 
Seat thee on Neptun^s throne^ 'neath azure coverings 

There to receive our best riches^ our all. 
Gold of the galleon groans in thy treasuries; 

Jewels the chastest w^ll lay at thy knee ; 
Fruit-trees most curious blow on thy terraces^ 

Flowers heaven-nurtured to brighten the sea. 
Pearls we will bring to thee, corals and cowries, 

Perfume thy robe with the grey ambergris. 
Men give their hands to thee, maidens their dowries; 

Never, great Lord, shall our fealty cease. 

The Warning. 

^^But Oh Lord beware/ 
Have a care, have a care. 
Keep thy beating heart still in its breast. 
Have a care, have a care. 
Good my Lord, Oh beware/ 
Love for maidens is not for ourguest.^ 

Love for maidens is not for the merfolk's guest 
The man knows that it is true, and sighs as he looks 
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at the radiant beauty round him — comely forms and 
soft white skins coyly half hidden beneath the tremb- 
ling cascades of their silken tresses. He sits in the 
stately palace they have given him, and covers his 
face with cruel hands to shut out the light of a 
hundred lustrous eyes. In vain ; those ravishing 
glances must prevail The shielding fingers unclasp, 
the bowed head erects itself; and the man b lost 
His heart swells within him ; and half delirious with 
ecstasy, half mad with terror, he drinks deep down 
into the cup of pleasure, and feels every moment his 
amoured body becoming lighter, more fatally light 

He clutches the sides of his throne, and again 
closes his eyes for an instant But only for an 
instant, for the lode-stone is one that none has ever 
yet withstood. The mermaidens see his strait, and 
stretch out their soft white arms, bidding him stay. 
Their eyes flash love unspeakable. Their floating 
curls caress his burning cheek. The perfume of 
their breath intoxicates him. With a cry of joy 
he lets his willing fingers loose their grip of the 
throne, and reaches out a lover's arms to clasp 
the nearest 

Fatal movement ! Like an arrow he shoots up 
from amongst them, and their wail mingles with his 
cry of doom as he rises. 

A swollen corpse, he floats alone on the surface 
of the ocean, and the laughing mermaids take 
themselves again to their interrupted play. 
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CHAPTER XIV 
DON MIGUEL AGAIN 

"T INTAKE up, Jack," whispered Alec, nudging 

V V me, for the sight of that floating corpse 
had thrown me into a muse. " While you've been 
sleeping, the snails have made up their minds to 
creep out of their shells. See, there they go!" 
And he pointed to some half-score of men who 
were making their way down to a boat which lay 
drawn up on the beach. A jag of rock almost 
concealed it, and it was only when we saw the 
point for which the men were making, that we 
caught sight of the boat at all. 

" What shall we do ? " said I. " Call the other two 
fellows and have at them at once ? " 

** No use. We might manage that armful, but no 
doubt there are plenty more where they came from. 
We should simply be running into their net" 

" Are we to let them wander about at their own 
sweet will ? Look, those fellows are off towards the 
carrack I " 

** Can't help ourselves that I can see. So you'll 
just have to let your valour simmer quietly, old hot 
head." 

K MS 
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^ We shall have a score or two of them up here 
pig-hunting for their dinners directly." 

" Yes; they won't be content to patrol the shingle 
down there like so many harmless crabs." 

^ Then lef s get to our raft at once, and back to 
Galley Island. There's no plunder to be made out 
of these fellows, so where's the use of meddling with 
them?" 

"Plunder! Jack, I do believe you're the most 
thorough-going rascal of a sea-thief as ever deserved 
short shrift and a fathom o' rusty chain." 

" Hard words, Alec," I retorted, hotly. 

" But true words, though none but your sworn ship- 
mate dared have used them. Hark, what's that ? " 

There arose from below a sound which caused jis 
to prick our ears to their sharpest angle. A body 
of men had emerged from the cliff leading some 
prisoners with them, and one of the latter was singing 
an English sea-song. The words came up to us 
distinctly through the clear morning air. 

Sail away^ 

Hack away^ 

Plunder/ {clank) 
Gatkirallike valuables you can. 

Come back^ 

Notking lack^ 

Thunder/ {clank) 
Scatter all the money like a man. 

His mates joined in the chorus, with all the devil- 
may-care recklessness of men who know that they 
are in too tight a place for their conduct to matter. 
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The guards, however, seemed to think the mariment 
untimely, and did not spare their buffets, and one of 
them, catching the prindpal singer a whack on the 
head that knocked his cap off, exposed to view a 
smooth shining scalp that was as hairless as a 
mirror. 

"By all that's surprising it's Willie Trehalion," 
said Alec, in a whisper. 

"Sure enough; but how did he get here?" 

" On the carrack, of course, but not as a willing 
prisoner, I'll go bail. Just hear how he's cursing ! 
Confound the foolish fellow, why can't he keep his 
tongue quiet now that he's in their hands? We 
shall see him knifed before our eyes in a minute. 
We must let him know we're here." 

And up from amongst the slender fern fronds 
arose the shrill " Peewhit, peewhit " of a plover. 

Willie's solitary eye glanced for a second at the 
knoll on the low cliff's edge, and then he burst out 
again into his song as cheerily as if he were seated 
on an English tavern bench. 

Presently the cort^e came to a standstill, and 
three armoured Spaniards, seating themselves on 
boulders, motioned for the prisoners to be drawn up 
in line before them. 

" A court-martial ! " I whispered. 

" Yes. Keep quiet and listen." 

One of the Spaniards began to address the prisoners 
in English — and it seemed to me that his voice was 
strangely fieuniliar. 

" Traitorous heretics," said he, " do you make full 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



148 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

confession? Come, you dog, there, you with the 
crippled eye and the crippled hand, you who 
worst misused your trust, do you speak for your 
companions." 

"Meaning me, Don Ugly-face?" quoth Willie 
Trehalion, with unruffled composure. 

'' Measure your words 1 " said the Spaniard, 
angrily. 

"Ay, with a lead-line, not with a foot-rule, I 
bain't going to stint language just because you've 
promised to hang me in an hour's time. I tell you 
plain to your yellow teeth that I plumped the 
carrack on them rocks a' purpose. I could have 
fetched her in through the fair channel, and brought 
her up to snug anchor within a cable o' this very 
spot, and that without losing a spar, or carrying 
away a shred of canvas. But, Senor Spaniard, I 
didn't choose. An' if I'd got her again wi' a reef 
fine on the lee bow and close aboard, I'd up helm 
an' risk forty drownings i' welcome. So, Don 
Miguel, ye can wrap that in your cigarillo an' 
smoke it" 

"Don Miguel?" said Alec, with a gasp. "I 
knew I had heard the voice before." 

" Yes, if s Inez's father," said I, gloomily. 

" Then we'd better not allow ourselves to &11 into 
his hands. There are old scores against us, and 
Don Miguel is not the man to forg^ to wipe them 
off. God help Willie Trehalion I " 

" Hush," said I. " He's speaking again. Listen." 

Willie Trehalion appeared to be enjojdng himself 
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down there on the beach. He was by nature a 
talker, and his subject seemed to have inspired him 
with eloquence. The Spaniards did not interrupt 
him, but it was little safety that I argued from their 
silence. 

" Seven months agone, Don . Miguel/' said Willie, 
** you lured me an' these other lads aboard yon craft 
at La Guayra, and gave us fair promises. I was to 
be pilot ; they a crew to show your own lubbers 
how to furl a sail an' splice a rope ; and for a reward 
we was to be given our liberty an' set aboard the 
first English craft that was brought within hail. 
We laboured willingly, and like fools trusted to a 
Spaniard's promise. We overhauled all your run- 
ning rigging, set up all your standing rigging again, 
altered your canvas, an' made your carrack a sea- 
man's ship instead of a soldier's as she was afore. 
And then how did you treat us ? We had to lie on 
the deck all through the glass like so many willocks, 
with no shelter from the rains an' no shade from 
the sun ; and if there was anything of a sea the 
spray drenched us through an' through at every 
dip she gave. Like dc^s, we was given the dirty 
dishes to lick after your idolatrous stomachs were 
satisfied." 

" Ay, ay, Don Miguel ! " cried the boatswain, his 
voice rising almost to a shriek as he hurled out his 
string of accusations, " you can firown an' stamp your 
foot, an' put your hand to your sword-hilt, but you 
can't deny the gospel truth of what I say. If we 
did well, you thanked us with curses; if ill, you 
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blessed us with blows. Then when a small brig 
hove in sight, and drawing near flew a Plymouth 
ensign, we made bold to remind you of your promise. 
Ha, ha, ha ! We might have saved our breath I A 
Spanish promise ! A Castilian oath ! Easy made, 
both of 'em — and just as easy forgotten. You 
sneered at us, and said we were doomed to ever- 
lasting captivity. Then you bade us bear arms 
against our countrymen, forgetting maybe that we 
wasn't bom south o* the Pyrenees. We refused. 
You fledged us with leaded whips, clapt us under 
hatches, sailed a trifle nearer the brig ; an' then feel- 
ing your courage ooze away, went 'bout ship like a 
lily-livered coward that you are, an' ran in under 
the guns o' La Guayra, where she weren't able to 
get at you." 

Don Miguel's sallow face turned livid at the taunt, 
and I expected to see him run the boatswain through 
on the spot ; for a sharp tongue is a weapon which 
more often than not turns its point back on him who 
uses it With a violent eflbrt, however, he restrained 
himself, and for the present let the squat, square 
mariner alone, evidently reserving him for a worse 
fate. 

" Have your say out to the full," he said with an 
angry gesture. " There will be a bitter repayment 
when you have done." 

** Thank you, Senor Jack Spaniard," replied Willie 
Trehalion coolly, '* but it seems to me there bain't 
much more to say. When I've called a villain both 
liar and coward, I don't think I want to add any- 
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thing else. Other black words would fall white on 
him after those." 

** Do you know what I shall do with you ? " 

"Hang me," said Willie, with a contemptuous 
shrug of his broad shoulders. 

''You think so?" replied the Spaniard with a 
cold smile. "Maybe before long youll hope so, 
too. But a rope would not pay one tithe of my 
debt It will require a far slower death than a 
mere dance on nothing. I shall have a post let 
into the sand yonder at low water. You will be 
lashed to it The flood begins to make about 
sundown, and there will be five hours for you to 
r^ret the loss of my ship in before you draw your 
last gurgle. I have often heard you boast that the 
sea and you were old friends, and that many is the 
pleasant tussle you've had tc^ether, in which the sea 
has been beaten. Well, you shall have one more 
duel tc^ether, and it will be curious to see which of 
you comes out the master this time. 

" And now," he continued, turning to the other 
ten prisoners, " can any of you tell me how far we 
are from the main ? " 

" Happen a hundred league, happen two," replied 
one fellow, gruffly. 

"Ah," said Don Miguel, looking keenly at the 
speaker. " And will you undertake to build a small 
craft from the wreck of my carrack to take some of 
us there to seek assistance? I promise you your 
liberty and a capful of gold pieces each if you will" 

" No, you blasted cur, I won't," growled out the 
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fellow. " May my fingers be withered to the bone 
if they ever hale rope for you again, and may my 
eyes drop out of their sockets if they ever see to 
drive a nail for you, except into your coffin ! That* s 
my answer ; and you won't get a different one from 
any lad here." And then he spat contemptuously 
and relapsed into silence. 

His mates nudged one another with their bound 
elbows and burst into a leather-lunged cheer of 
approbation. 

"Thafs it, lads!" sung out Willie Trehalion. 
" Stick to it — never give way ; an' these unsailorly 
lubbers will have to leave their bones on the island, 
unless the devil, their master, comes to fetch them 
away in a flaming chariot o' brimstone." 

But at this point, at a sign from Don Miguel, the 
guards led off our poor English lads out of sight — 
into the cave, we supposed — and as two or three 
Spaniards showed signs of wanting to scale the 
cliff, we retreated to the covert where we had left 
our two men ; in it we lay close all the. rest of 
the day. 

The time was one of plans and plots, of doubts 
and difficulties ; but though we whispered together 
long and earnestly, yet so still did we lie that the 
parrakeets perched boldly in the boughs above us, 
and preened their brilliant plumage in the sun as 
though their nearest enemy were a thousand miles 
away. Great velvet-winged butterflies as large as 
linnets fluttered past our eyes, and mosquitoes 
bit our half-naked bodies — ^but never a thought had 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



DON MIGUEL AGAIN 153 

we for butterfly or mosquito, for our minds were busy 
and anxious. 

"Willie Trehalion must be rescued somehow/' 
said Alec for the fortieth time, "even though it 
should cost us our lives to do it" And the rest of 
us eagerly assented, for our old boatswain was a 
favourite with us alL 

The scorching sun above us, arching his brazen 
course in fiery splendour, began at last to verge 
towards the distant wavy water-line. The dancing 
air grew cooler, and was freshened by a welcome 
breeze from the sea. Cautiously we drew out from 
amongst the plantains, and looking sharply around 
to make sure that no one spied us, crept, all four, 
back to the knoll, and once more peeped from 
beneath the graceful fern-screens. 

A couple of Spaniards were fastening a stout stake 
in a hole which they had scooped beneath the outer- 
most of the ripples. They laughed and joked over 
their work as though it were some holiday diversion, 
and every now and then gave the post a shake to try 
whether it was secure. 

When they had finished, one of them must needs 
lean his back up against the wood, and pretend in 
pantomime that the tide was rising around him ; 
and to judge from the shouts of laughter which 
proceeded from unseen observers under the cliff, his 
companions found something intensely humorous in 
this gruesome clowning. 

Presently there was a shout that the flood was 
banning to make, and down they brought Willie 
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Trehalion and lashed him to the stake. The other 
ten Englishmen were made fast to the outlying trees 
of a thicket that ran down to the edge of the beach, 
and when they were all secured Don Miguel once 
more addressed them. 

" I asked you just now to build me a ship that 
would take me away from this island, and you 
refused. Well, senores, there are consequences to 
• that refusal, and I am going to acquaint you with 
them. You may think I shall punish you to-day, 
but such is not my plan. I am simply going 
to let you enjoy the sight of a man drowning 
by slow inches before your eyes, in order that you 
may have the opportunity of observing what a 
peculiarly unpleasant exit from this world such 
a death is. To-morrow I shall again ask one of 
you to serve me. If, in spite of the lesson of to-day, 
he refuses, the rest of you shall see him slowly choked 
by the rising waters. The next day I shall try 
another — and so on. It will be interesting to see 
how many times I shall have to repeat this pleasing 
spectacle, but pray do not hurry yourselves to come 
to a decision. The island, senores, is a pleasant one, 
and I shall not be distressed if my play should run 
even for ten nights. It is a thousand pities that 
the audience will necessarily be diminished by one 
at each performance. Adios, senores." 

And with that he strode away. Some of the 
other Spaniards lingered awhile and then followed 
him, and the rest to the number of perhaps forty lit 
a fire and prepared to see the tragedy to its close. 
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When the kindly shades of night bq^an to steal 
over the island we crept from our eyrie. A bush- 
covered slope led from the cliff down to the beach 
some hundred yards or so from where the prisoners 
stood, and down this we scrambled, avoiding carefully 
every little twig that might betray us by its snapping, 
and forcing our very breaths to come lightly lest 
they should stir the leaves and give the alarm. 

The breeze had dropped. The air was heavy 
and still, and the gabble of the Spaniards' voices 
came to us softly through the silence. A slight mist 
had blotted out the stars above, and the only light 
we had was the fitful glare of the bonfire. It 
burned dully for the most part, giving out dense 
clouds of smoke that rolled slowly upwards till they 
were lost in the dark night ; but every now and 
then someone would give one of the logs a stir, and 
the darting flames would for a moment shed a lurid 
radiance over the whole scene. 

There in the creek we could see Willie Trehalion, 
with the waters already up to his chest, and his 
smooth bald head shining like a mirror in the flash- 
ing fire-light Round the fire were g^rouped the 
Spaniards chatting and smoking ; and standing out 
dark ag^nst the uncertain blaze were the ten forms 
of the bound Englishmen. 

To cut the prisoners' bonds without at the same 
time drawing from them a shout of surprise, was 
work to make the least nervous fingers tremble. 
Alec crept up to the first, and whispering to him 
not to move a finger till he was told, cut the cords 
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that bound him to the tree. I went to the second, 
and had just drawn my knife across the first cord 
when one of the Spanisuxis, whose ears were sharper 
than those of his fellows, heard what he thought 
were suspicious sounds, and strolled up to see what 
was going on. Motionless we stood as tree-trunks, 
and though he peered curiously into the thicket he 
could not see us, for at that moment, fortunately, 
the fire was burning dim. He was only half-satisfied, 
though, so he sat him down within a fathom of the 
feet of the man I had been engaged upon, and there 
remained. 

Heavens, how slowly the leaden minutes dragged 
themselves away ! Time had never seemed so long 
before. Every now and again, when the laughing 
talk of the Spaniards lulled, I could hear the mono- 
tonous lap-lap of the rising tide, which told that 
Willie Trehalion's respite was growing every moment 
more fatally less. I could see him too, when the 
dancing firelight fell upon the waters ; and though 
his stolid face showed no sign of fear, still his solitary 
eye roved the shore unceasingly, backwards and 
forwards, looking for the help which it might be 
would not come in time. The suspense was awful. 

Suddenly a voice from beside the fire called out, 
" Pepe you rascal, come and join in a madrigal." 

Pepe rose, stretched himself, heaved a pebble, 
playfully at one of the bound men, and went 

As the first words of the watchers' madrigal rose 
round the fire, I drew my knife across the second 
man's thongs. Alec loosed the third man, and I 
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the fourth, and then a blaze of summer lightning 
flashed through the sky, and for a moment lit up 
the smooth shining head of our boatswain, whose 
chin was now being lapped by the hungry ripples. 

There was a shout Some prying Spaniard had 
spied us in the brief glare of the lightning flash ! 
The madrigal ceased in the middle of a bar, and 
then— —confusion I 
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CHAPTER XV 

THE RESCUE 

THAT tell-tale lightning flash came just a moment 
too soon, and put an end to any hope of 
surprising the Spaniards by a rush from the dark- 
ness. The other six Englishmen were released as 
fast as our swords could cut their lashings, and the 
band of us made for the interrupted songsters round 
the fire. 

Fortunately for us, few of the Spaniards were 
armed, and before our fierce onset they gave way at 
first like a flock of frightened sheep. The ten 
prisoners had seized whatever weapons they could 
lay their hands on — swords, daggers, logs of wood 
even — and were hacking and buffeting right and 
left like maniacs. But the Spaniards b^an to 
rally, and as the alarm spread reinforcements ^me 
flocking from the cave, and those of course Vere 
fully armed. 

We were in a tight place. 

"Jack! Jack!" I heard Alec shout "Loose 
Willie Trehalion, and then run the boat down. 
The rest of us will keep these mosquitoes back. 
Quick, though, for the lives of all of us I " 

Hitting out right and left I got clear, and waded 
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into the water ; but it was a full minute before I 
managed to set our old boatswain adrift He was 
sobbing like a hysterical schoolgirl in his excite- 
ment, and tears of sheer joy were chasing one 
another down the furrows of his cheek. 

" I can'^ stand, Master Topp," he cried, as the last 
thong which held him up was severed. " The water 
has made my legs as limp as packthread. Leave 
me, and save your own skin. It's no use my try- 
ing ; I must just drown in my own depth o' water. 
But thankee kindly all the same." 

"Not yet, Willie! You're heavy, but not too 
heavy for Jack Topp to carry, so we'll just ride 
you out of it Besides, the water will help to keep 
you up." With that I hoisted him on my back, 
holding him with my left hand, and keeping my 
sword arm free. 

We did not gain the boat without trouble, and my 
sword streamed afresh before we reached her. In 
went Willie, plump on to the floor-boards like a 
sack of grain, and desperately I strained every 
muscle to get her afloat. Inch by inch it was 
done, while the fight surged nearer and nearer to 
us. Every man of the English was far too busy 
to come and help me, but at last I got her into 
four feet of water. Rushing back, I joined in the 
furious battle, shouting to our lads to gain the 
shore as each man could. 

One by one they scrambled into the boat, and the 
Spaniards followed shoulder-deep into the water. 
But they could not touch us there. Two hands 
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were lopped off as they clang to the gunwale, and 
then a few vigorous shoves with the paddles took us 
into deep water. 

" Hasta la mafiana, Senor Don Miguel del Cassa- 
morOy late of Whitby," sung out Willie Trehalion, 
raising his round head with a great effort above the 
gunwale ; and then we shot into the shadow of the 
opposite shore, out of sight of the Spaniards, and 
lay on our oars to count heads and examine our 
damage. There were thirteen men in the boat 
Where were the other two? 

" Davy Griffiths is gone," said one of the men. 
" I seed 'im, with a foot o' smoking steel showing 
through his back, beat out the brains of the chap as 
put it there." 

''Joe the cooper is killed, too," said another. 
" He an' the Spaniards' cargo-intendant fell foul o' 
one another an' wrastled on the ground. The Don 
had a dirk ; Joe nothing but his bare hands. The 
Don carved Joe's hide into a fishing-net, an* Joe tore 
the Don's throat out wi' his teeth." 

'' It was a warmish comer while it lasted." 

" Aye, an' we'se all more or less scratted. You've 
a rib there peepin' at the starlight" 

" Thaf s so. And you've a nasty hole in that 
nether arm." 

'' Tim there has half an ear shredded away, an' 
Jan Pengon/s countenance is opener than ever 
Natur* made it" 

" Where's the little cordwainer ? " 

** Sorely wounded — poor lad He's l)ring senseless 
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here by Willie Trehalion in the bilge. This here 
clip on his head needs a surgeon's needle and pack- 
thread to caulk it sound again." 

" Aye, an' Sam's beside him with a hole in the 
ribs. Sam's done, I'm thinkin'." 

'' Let me bind this rag round your thigh, Master 
Topp. Got that cut in the last rush, did ye ? You're 
bleeding like a pig with a slit weasand." 

" Cap'n Ireland, not scratched ? The wonder o't ! 
How did ye do it, sir ? " 

" No fault o' the cap'n's," put in Willie Trehalion ; 
** for I watched him. No fault o' they Spanish devils 
neither. He was ever where the blows was thickest, 
and they rained them on him like autumn leaves in 
a hurricane." 

''Good luck armoured me," said Alec. "Come, 
lads, out oars again, and give me one. Willie, can 
you manage to sit up on the stem thwart and steer ? 
I've shipped the rudder." 

" Aye, aye, cap'n ! Or row either at a pinch. 
I'm nigh all right again now, though but for Master 
Topp I should a had to stop beside the post They 
lashings had shrunk so wi' the water, that my feet was 
like a dead man's. Where shall I make for, cap'n ? " 

''You know the island that shields the harbour 
mouth?" 

" Yes, cap'n. Shelter Island we called it" 

" If s steep, too, on this side, but there should be a 
sloping beach to nor'rard. Make round for there, 
and see if you can't put us ashore. Now lads, give 
way with a will." 
L 
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The night was pitchy dark, but the boatswain's 
solitary eye pierced the blackness, and steered us 
on an arrow's course till he made the Carrack Rock. 
Then bearing away a point to the westward, he 
guided us by the direction of the ocean swell, and 
by the fanning of a light westerly breeze which had 
again sprung up, towards what he judged would be 
the tail of the island. We heard surf pounding upon 
it before we saw a rock, and drawing on cautiously 
in-shore, coasted along in search of a landing-place. 
The tide was just upon the top of its flood, and not 
an inch of fore-shore could we discover till we reached 
the north end of the island, for up to that point the 
coast was bound by black rugged rocks that shot 
down sheer into the water. But here we came upon 
a sloping beach and ran the boat upon it, getting 
her three-parts filled in the heavy surf, for the 
ground-swell was running straight in. However, as 
the boat did not get staved, and as the wetting was 
rather refreshing than otherwise, we thought ourselves 
very lucky in our fortune. At anyrate we were 
free. 

'' Now," said Alec, after wounds had been dressed 
as well as circumstances would permit, and we had 
thrown our weary bodies to rest on a bed of short 
dry moss, " who can make a tracing on the chart of 
the future?" 

'' I should like another cut at they dons, cap'n, and 
with a better weapon in my hand than a charred 
wood billet," said one of the men, promptly ; and a 
deep-voiced assent bummed round the assembly. 
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" They bain't got much worth taking in that cave 
o' theirs/' said Willie Trehalion ; '' but there should 
be tidy pickings on the old carrack. There were a 
gould crucifixion in the after-cabin, an' a tale was 
going about that Don Miguel always carried his 
private hoard in the locker under his berth." 

"What say you, Jack?" said Alec to me in a 
whisper. 

" Have at *em whenever we get a chance," I 
replied, briskly. 

" Nosing the plunder, eh, old sea-thief? " he said, 
with a laugh. And then in louder tones for all to 
hear, " I'm with you one and all in not letting the 
dons rest in peace. Whaf s your plan, Willie ? " 

" Stay here an' recruit till we are sound," replied 
the boatswain, " an' then catch them napping some 
night in their cave and smoke 'em like lagers." 

** I fear," said Alec, " they will keep too good a 
watch to be trapped like that. But with our other 
lads ." 

"What other lads, cap'n?" asked half-a-dozen 
voices eagerly. 

" Has no one told how we rose on the Spaniards 
in the galley, and after taking her by storm were 
¥rrecked among the breakers ? " 

" No, cap'n ; but it's brave news. How many of 
ye are there ? " 

Alec gave them an account of all that had befallen 
us, and told them the names of the lads who were 
saved " And now," he said when he had finished, 
^launch me the boat, and 111 take this fair wind 
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across to Galley Island and bring them back with 
ma" 

" Best take a second hand, cap'n." 

" No ; he would only be another to bring back, 
and the load will be heavy enough an3nvay. The 
boat has her mast and sail stowed along the thwarts, 
and this breeze will hold long enough to carry me 
over." 

So we ran the boat down, waded out, and helped 
her through the breakers, and then returned to our 
moss beds, where in spite of our wounds we slept 
sounder and more comfortably than we had done 
since first we fell into the hands of the Spaniards, 
many months ago at the fight by the mountain 
torrent Ah me ! many a brave lad who was full 
of life and hope on that day was now asleep beneath 
the waves. Our search for £1 Dorado had not 
brought us much luck as yet, but we still hoped. 
And when men have hope, who shall say that any 
quest is vain ? 
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CHAPTER XVI 

THE TEMPLE OF THE SERPENT 

WAKING when the morning's sun was high in 
the heavens, we found him they called the 
cordwainer lying stark and stiff. Poor lad, he had 
better have stuck to his cobbling bench and left 
adventuring in the Western seas to tougher bodies 
and more contented minds. For in life he was ever 
grumbling and complaining — as is often the case 
with those of his craft — and in death he made but 
a thin and weakly corpse. We gave him the best 
burial we could, digging the grave with sword-blades 
and piling it high with sea-worn boulders ; and then 
set ourselves, those of us who could walk, to hunting 
for breakfast 

The search was not marked by any overpowering 
success. Our island was sparsely wooded with low 
scrub, but its parched surface bore no fruit trees. 
Birds there were in plenty, but we could not catch 
them. And so we had to be contented with a meal 
of shell-fish, of which, fortunately, the rocks yielded 
an inexhaustible store. At first we hoped to have 
been able to cook these, for many of us had seen 
the Indians light a fire by sharply rubbing a small 
pencil of wood along a lai^er block, and we knew 
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that Willie Trehalion, though he never acquired the 
true heathen dexterity, had often succeeded in imitat- 
ing them. Now, however, we had not the proper 
sort of timber, and the various makeshifts we tried 
refused even to smoulder. So, as one of the Cornish- 
men said, " we had e'en to fancy ourselves hakey-fish, 
an' swallow the baits raw." 

The chief thing, however, which made it impera- 
tive that our stay on the island shou^ be brief, was 
the complete lack of fresh water Search high, 
search low, we could find neither stream nor spring ; 
and had it not been that there were a few rain-filled 
pools lying here and there amongst the rocks, we 
should hardly, under such a sun as now beat down 
upon us, have lived out the day. For from sea 
water no man, be he alchemist, be he wizard, or 
be he honest mariner, has ever extracted a drinkable 
fluid ; nor ever will, say I. 

After breakfast Willie Trehalion and I had a 
talk. 

'' There's half a gale blowing from the east'ard. 
Master Topp, an' like to come on harder," said he. 
** And there's too heavy a sea running for a deep- 
laden boat to cross without swamping, let alone that 
if they tried to beach her she'd be knocked to noggin- 
staves in less time than I'd take to down a mug o' 
ale. So we needn't expect Cap'n Ireland over to-day, 
nor yet for two more days, mebbe." 

" I'm afraid you're right," said I. " Well, we can 
only wait" 

" Master Topp, a lot can be done in two days — 
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or even in one. I thought o' that )resterday when 
I heard your plover's call from the cliff. I knew 
that your old friend Don Miguel meant either to 
hang me or to dround me by inches — Vd heard him 
say as much. Now, hanging's quick an' easy work 
when both trees an' ropes is handy, but drowning 
by inches needs a rising tide, and that wouldn't be 
till nightfall An' so, thinking as them who ' pee- 
whitted' might be in ^mall force, and might like 
darkness to rolp them, I just bully-ragged the 
Spaniard into letting me wait" 

'' It was a smart trick, Willie," said I admiringly, 
** though at the time I admit I tiiought it madness." 

''Men's wits do smarten. Master Topp, when a 
clever dodge may mean the difference between stay- 
ing in this world and going to the next before the 
proper time. Mind you, I wasn't to know that the 
' pee-whit ' came from an English throat, but it was 
worth chancing it anyway. I knew there wasn't 
no plover on the island, so it must be a signal o' 
some sort ; an' as the dons didn't seem to notice it, 
I reckoned it was meant for me. Do you know how 
far we be from the main ? " 

He plumped out this question with such a jerk 
that I fairly started. 

" I heard someone say two hundred leagues," said 
I. ** But why?" 

" That was said to diddle the Spaniards, as it's 
every English mariner's bounden duty to do when- 
ever he sees a chance. But we bain't two hundred 
leagues away. Nor twenty. ' 
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Again he shat bis mouth like a trap, evidentiy 
with the intention of impressing this piece of in- 
formation upon me. I nodded, and waited for him 
to go on. 

^ These here islands, Master Topp, is on the high 
road between Europe and the main ; every ship as 
sails from an' to one or the other passes through this 
channel inside of 'em. Now, see here, this is the 
point I'm shaping a course for — there's a tall hill at 
this end of the big island where the Spaniard's cave 
is, and when I was up above just now searching for 
food I see'd a man within twenty fathoms o' the top 
of it" 

" Likely enough," said I. " You can't expect the 
Spaniards to stick like moles in their cave all the 
time." 

''Master Topp, that man had a faggot on his 
shoulders." 

"Well, Willie?" 

" Well ! " echoed Willie, contemptuously. " Can't 
you guess what it means? Why, they've seed a 
ship in the distance, and hoping to see another 
they're making ready to signal her whenever she 
heaves in sight" 

'' Why," said I, glad that there was a chance of 
getting rid so easily of our troublesome neighbours, 
but for the present keeping that gladness to myself, 
" if they want to go we can't stop 'em." 

" We must stop 'em, Master Topp ! They know 
we're here ; I've seed 'em watchin' us. An' if they 
gets hold of a ship we shall have the whole brood 
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down aboat our ears in the twinkling of a hand- 
spike. Don Miguel bain't the build to forget men 
as has got to wind'ard of him in a squalL Don't 
you believe it ! " 

The boatswain was right We could not afford 
to leave the Spaniards in peace. 

''I'll come with you and look at this hill for 
myself/' said I. 

"But your wounded 1^?" suggested Willie 
doubtfully. 

" Pooh, a mere gnat-bite I The stiffness is wear- 
ing off already." And off we trudged — though truth 
to tell I found it no easy work to limp along — and 
laid ourselves down in the scrub grass above, in full 
view of the larger island. 

The northern coast was high, green, steep, and 
without fore-shore, and put me in mind of the piece 
between Scarborough and Whitby. The harbour 
showed tide-left yellow beaches on either hand, with 
clear open water in the middle ; whilst right before 
us, almost within stone's throw it seemed, lay the 
great hill. 

The like of it I have never seen before or since. 

It was a forbidding pile of stone, standing out 
boldly in its barren blackness against the rich 
greenery of the palms beyond, and towering nigh 
on 2000 feet above the fallen wave-worn rocks 
that fringed its base. Nowhere could the eye 
discover a trace of v^etation on its steep and 
frowning cliffs ; and from the seaside at any rate it 
was a citadel that would baffle the nimblest scaler. 
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Its black heights were too desolate for even the 
ocean fowls' perch; its hateful crest could well 
have sheltered a ghoul or vampire. 

The very clouds seemed to shudder and draw in 
their gauzy bodies as they scurried past its hungry 
flanks. 

But after a mere glance at the mountain's sullen 
precipices the eye fixed itself immovably upon the 
summit, for there lay a wonder of the world. 

That the thing had been built by hands was plain, 
for even at our distance we could see the joints and 
sutures between the stones. But by What manner of 
hands? Surely of giants— or of devils; for the 
size of the blocks was such that no human hand 
could have laid them. Each course was as hi|^ 
again as a tall man ; yet there were eight courses. 
Each stone's length was twice its height ; yet there 
were twenty of diem in the side that faced us. A 
figured coping overhung the wall by an arm-span, 
and at the comers were huge carven monoliths 
representing rampant serpents, whose outstretched 
necks and gaping jaws pointed to the four cardinal 
points. 

Gnome's temple, gianf s pleasure-house, or magi- 
cian's eyrie, it had stood there jesting the winds 
through the dim ages of the past, an everlasting 
monument to its foi^otten founders. 

And now, as Willie Trehalion had said, the 
Spaniards were laying wood for a signal fire upon 
Uie uppermost pinnacle. I could see two lusty 
fellows doing the work, and a third — a little, bow- 
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iegg^ man, with a bright steel bassinet on his head 
— giving directions. I recognised that our lives hung 
on the chance of our being able to drive them away, 
but I saw no means of doing it, and said as much to 
Willie. 

" Fight the devil wi' brimstone. Master Topp, an' 
youll choke him. They dons practises witches' 
craft, say you? Then witches* craft shall be the 
word. See that round stone before *ee, sir ? Well, 
hear it speak ; it's got a messs^e for you." 

And to my horror and amazement the stone 
began in a high cracked voice, to bid me send the 
boatswain across to the mountain so soon as ever it 
got dark, and then to trust him to settle with the 
Spaniards. ** He's my very good friend, is Willie 
Trehalion," said the stone, '* and as such, the knave 
dons will tumble over one another in their hurry to 
escape from him." 

" Now, Master Topp ? " asked Willie with a grin. 

But I was all in a sweat with fright '' Avaunt," 
I said, " get thee behind me, Sathanas. Domine in 

manus tuas ." And there I stuck ; for my 

Latinity had grown rusty with too long keeping. 

**Pho, Master Topp! smooth your hair down 
again I Willie Trehalion doesn't dabble i' the black 
arts. It's naught but a trick. See, I keep my 
mouth closed, so ; an' speak from the back o' my 
gullet, so. It took me many a day's hard practice 
to learn the trick, but by keeping it secret, it has 
served my purpose a-many times already, an' mebbe 
will again. Anyway, it will keep the Spaniards 
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off that hill a$ well as would a regiment of 
arquebussiers." 

"* Will it?" said I, pretending to donbt whether it 
would ; for now that I knew that it was only a trick, 
I was not a little ashamed of my alarm. 

** Aye, that it will I Sure as it frightened you» 
Master Topp. So, by your good leave, I shall swim 
across under cover of the darkness — See, the water 
is quite smooth : those reefs to seaward break the 
waves — ^an' stow myself away in some cranny to 
wait for the faggot carriers in the morning." 

" But if they catch you ? " 

** If they catch me," replied Willie carelessly, 
" there will be dead men on Cave Island. I shall 
take my sword." 

'' Four arms are better than two, Willie, though 
one of those two does carry a hook. I'll come toa" 

"Best not, Master Topp. Your great carcase 
would take a power o' hiding, an' that hole in your 
1^ will get angry if it's carried about too much. 
Besides, if the plot fails, it is better that one should 
be gastados, as they dons calls it, than two." 

'' Nevertheless, I shall come. Two may succeed 
where one would fail ; and as for my leg, it can still 
deal a kick that most men would be unwilling to 
stand against And if I'm too big to be hidden in 
the building 111 find a covert in the nearest thicket, 
and be ready to make a diversion from the rear if 
you're attacked. So no moYe objections. I intend 
to go." 

We waited with some impatience till nightSdl, and 
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then, bidding the other lads tell Alec when he came, 
all that had befallen, slipped down into the water. 
We had few preparations to make for our swim, as 
the only clothing of which we could boast was 
a pair of trunks apiece, and those gashed with realler 
slashes than a tailor makes. 

The sea was warm, and striking out leisurely so 
as not to tire my wounded 1^ too much, we crossed 
over and coasted round the foot of the cliff, seeking 
a landing-place. We found none till we were well 
beyond sight of Shelter Island ; and then coming to 
a shingly beach we landed and lay quiet on the sand 
for a while. 

The night was thick as a quickset hedge ; and so, 
as there was small danger of the Spaniards spying 
us, we wandered somewhat from the straight track 
on the chance of finding food, of which we were 
sorely in need ; and in this we were wonderfully 
successful, for after a little search we came across a 
rare grove of bananas. Next to the discovery of 
a thicket of roast beef and October ale no windfall, 
could have been more providential, for the bananas 
not only served to satisfy our hunger, but at the 
same time gave us food which we could carry away 
for future needs. So each bearing a brace of the 
huge yellow clusters we took a straight path towards 
thehilL 

The ascent steepened as it rose, and finished in 
a well-defined stair hewn from the living rock. At 
the top a doorway lay immediately before us. We 
passed its threshold, and found ourselves within walls 
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as perfect as the day they were built ; though how 
the courses had been raised to their position, unless 
by magic, puzzled me even to guess. There was 
no roof, nor trace of any. The floor was bare, save 
for wind-borne rubbish, and a great stone table in 
the middle, which looked as though it might once 
have served as an altar in whatever devil-worship 
went on here in bygone days. But no spot could 
we see where a man could hide. Save for a slanting 
footway that ran round two walls and gave access 
to the summit, the whole interior was as austerely 
plain as the coldest imagination could make it 

After a brief examination of the interior of this 
puzzle in stone we went aloft by the slanting foot- 
way to throw the Spaniards' pile of faggots over the 
cliff, and then set about exploring the exterior. 

At first the dull light showed' us nothing but a 
smooth, almost polished pavement ; but on close 
scrutiny we found an inequality in the surface, near 
the tail of the great carved serpent that reared itself 
at that comer of the building which most effectually 
commanded the approach from below. A little 
burrowing discovered a hollow, which turned out to 
be a narrow alley just wide enough to admit one 
at a time. We cleared away the rubbish with which 
it was choked, and then entered. It led up a dark 
winding stair in the body of the reptile, and brought 
us, after a hard climb, to a tiny chamber inside the 
head. The gaping jaws formed a sentry-box, from 
which we could command the whole of the path 
from the lower ground ; so, confident in the strength 
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of oar eyrie, I lay down to rest for a space while 
Willie watched. 

We had not long to wait Scarcely had I relieved 
the boatswain, and begun my turn of watching, when 
a couple of men broke out of the bush below and 
began to climb the steps on the hillside. 

I motioned to Willie, and tc^ether we watched 
their advance. Now we should see what Willie's 
witchcraft could do. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

THE TALKING STONE 

WILLIE allowed the two Spaniards to get 
half way up the hillside unmolested ; and 
then he broke out With a shrill laugh which 
echoed to and fro in the gullet of the serpent and 
out through the fanged jaws in a very cataract of 
discordant sound, he raised a din which startled even 
me, though I now knew the secret of it 

The Spaniards stopped, gazed at one another with 
scared faces, and looked as though the movement of 
a leaf would make them turn tail and fly. Their 
ears told them that the din came from the stone 
serpent But then, who ever heard of a serpent 
laughing ? Not since the days of Mother Eve had 
such a thing been ; and so, plucking up their courage 
again, they continued on their way. But at the first 
step the serpent spoke afresh. 

In the best Spanish which Willie Trehalion could 
muster it called them ^curdlejaiaves and cowards, 
and a variety of other choice names, in which the 
boatswain had a true sailor's fluency ; and when 
they were thoroughly scared — as who would not 
have been in a like case ? — it bade them 'bout ship 
and run if they wished to live another hour. 
176 
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And that these two doughty Spaniards promptly 
did, thereby making Willie rub his hook gleefully, 
and I my two hands, for we thought we had effec- 
tually frightened them — and all their comrades, to 
whom they would tell the tale — ^into leaving Uie hill 
alone for the future. 

But there is a saying, '' Never put value on a ship 
until you have broken into her treasure room." We 
had reckoned without Don Miguel. For scarcely 
had another two hours passed when a band of twenty 
armed men emerged from the bush below. The 
serpent had routed two ; would it rout twenty, with 
the alchemist captain to lead them ? 

At the head came Don Miguel, and with him the 
bandy-l^ged, little chap with the bright steel bassinet, 
whom we had seen the day before from Shelter 
Island ; and a couple of paces behind these two 
were the rest of the band, among whom we recog- 
nised the two doughty champions whose flying 
backs had given us a little while before so much 
siatisfaction. 

As the party drew up in the open Willie Trehalion 
saluted them with a shrill mocking laugh, which had 
the effect of making the rank and file turn round as 
if preparing to bolt But the two ofiicers dealt such 
hearty buffets right and left with the flats of their 
swords, that the fellows evidently thought that the 
danger of being run through by the fiery Don Miguel 
was a more pressing one than that of being devoured 
by a mere stone serpent They stood their ground 
therefore ; the five arquebusiers unslung their 

M 
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crutches and blew their matches, the two bowmen 
fitted an arrow apiece, and the rest crammed their 
bonnets well down over their foreheads and waited 
for they knew not what 

" Come up, good senores, all," croaked the ser- 
pent's grating voice, when Don Miguel gave the word 
for advance. " Come up and defile this holy court, 
and commit any indignity that pleases you. Come 
and build your signal fires on my wall, and make my 
stones ring with your impious cursing. Ha, ha, ha I 
Pluck up your faint hearts, caballeros. I will not 
hinder whilst you work your wicked wills. Batter 
down these stones and hurl them into the sea if 
you wish. I will not harass you in the work ; but 
afterwards — then — Ha, ha, ha, ha ! " 

The serpent said no more, but the pause and the 
wild yell of laughter were sufficiently suggestive. 

The Spaniards stood for a moment aghast ; he of 
the bright bassinet was apparently the most scared 
of the lot, for his bandy l^s shook visibly under 
him, and his sword clattered to the ground as he 
clasped his hands and began to call upon the saints 
to shield him. Had he been in command, every 
man would have used his heels as soon as his quiver- 
ing muscles gave him strength to do so. But Don 
Miguel was different He stormed, he cursed, he 
ground his yellow teeth, he all but foamed at the 
mouth in his frenzy of rage, and yielding to the 
greater terror of the two, each man stood his ground. 

''Miserable coward!" yelled Don Miguel at his 
lieutenant, ** what do you fear ? " 
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"The devil," said the bandy-l^ged man, taking 
off his bassinet and wiping the perspiration from his 
brow with the sleeve of his doublet. 

" The devil, you poor fool ! Where's your wit ? 
Is not the devil clever beyond all human learning ? " 

" Ay, surely. We believe so," replied the other, 
crossing himself devoutly. 

" Good ! Then how do you account for his speak- 
ing such villainous Spanish as came from up yonder ? 
Full half of the words were not understandable, and 
in those which did bear some faint resemblance to 
Castilian there was, or my ears deceived me, a strong 
flavour of the barbarous English tongue. Bah ! Don 
Sancho, you're little short of a poltroon." 

" Hard words, Don Miguel, and I may call upon 
you to prove them," said the other sullenly. 

*sDo it then. My sword is ever ready to back 
up Aiy tongue. But first follow me up this steep, 
and if I see you behave as a man against the English 
devil whom I will unearth for you, perhaps I will 
take back part of what has been said. Forward ! " 

And up they came with all their following. The 
serpent sent down a perfect rain of warnings and 
curses, but they were not to be stopped again. 

"Well," said I, when from sheer lack of breath 
Willie Trehalion had ceased his outcry, " they've got 
the better of us now, I fancy. Don Miguel will 
soon find the entrance to our snail's home. What 
are we to do, Willie ? " 

" There's two ways of getting at a snail's body, 
Master Topp," replied Willie, sententiously. " One 
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is by boiling the shell, an' the other is by crashing 
it Don Miguel can do neither." 

'' A pinch of salt, or a whiff of smoke will make 
him show his horns." 

'' Don Miguel hain't able to get nigh us to plant 
the salt — leastways I pities the man as tries to come 
up them stairs ; an' as for the reek, they may build 
as big a fire as they like below, but we shall always 
be able to get fresh wind at the chimney-top here." 

" And with our store of bananas we can stand a 
considerable siege on short rations? Exactly so. 
But I was not thinking of our own skins. I was 
figuring out how we might manage to trap Don 
Miguel, and now I think I see a way. You noted 
a small dark cell just at the foot of the stair leading 
up here ? Well, my plan is this. You stay where 
you are and 111 go below and hide in that cell. 
Don Miguel will enter — if he doesn't come of his 
own accord I'll venture to send him a hail of in- 
vitation. He will pass me and go up the stair. 
Then I shall step out and deal with all who try to 
follow, and as two men cannot advance abreast it 
will be an easy enough task. As for the Senor 
Commandant, we have him between two swords, 
and ought to be able to take him alive." 

" Master Topp," said the boatswain, saluting with 
hook and forearm, "your brain's sharpening right 
wonderful. The first jack of honest ale that wets 
my lips shall be drained to your health. But," he 
added, eagerly, "let me fill the cell and hold the 
lower alley." 
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** No. It is my plan, and so my choice. You have 
the post of honour, for it will be yours to tackle 
Don Miguel — and a tough customer you'll find him. 
But do not kill him, Willie, if you can avoid it^' 

" H — m ! I'm thinking I shall thrust guard-plate 
deep, Master Topp. You would yourself if you'd 
suffered one-half of what I have." 

''Still, spare him. He's of more worth to us 

alive than dead at present Afterwards " 

I stopped. Great heaven I It was of Inez's father 
that I was speaking thus 1 

" Ay, afterwards ! " growled Willie. " Afterwards, 
Master Topp 1 There'll be a bitter reckoning when 
Cap'n Ireland comes. You may lay your last tester 
on that But in the meanwhile I'll thrust as daintily 
as the don will let me." 

I picked my way down the windings of the 
passage in the serpent's body with the intention of 
finding out what the Spaniards were doing up above, 
and, if possible, of enticing them to come down from 
the wall and attack me in the narrow path. But 
when I reached the entrance I heard the voices of 
Don Sancho and a couple of the others just above 
me, so I crept into the cell to listen. 

He first of all suggested to the soldiers that they 
should go first; but they hung back, and seemed 
inclined to ai^e the question. Now, the chasm 
was far too uncanny for the bandy-l^ged don to 
enter himself, so he settled matters by sending off 
one of the men for the superior officer, while he 
himself pluckily remained on guard with the other. 
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Presently Don Miguel came, and snapping oat a 
few caustic words about poltroonery, comurdice, and 
the like, dropped, sword in hand, through the open- 
ing, and strode along the alley. It would have been 
easy to run him through as he passed, had I been so 
minded ; but hoping that Willie Trehalion would 
take him at his leisure, and with a reasonably whole 
skin, I lay quiet and let him pass. 

His followers tailed on leisurely enough, and Uieir 
leader must have climbed the g^jieater way up the 
stair before I stabbed the first of them. The second 
played me a couple of passes, and by the time he 
rolled over, Don Sancho, who came next, was in full 
flight down the passage. I sped after him, but he 
was too quick for me, and sprang up amongst his 
fellows. The whole crowd then made threatening 
demonstrations against me, but not a hero of them 
would accept a civil invitation to come down and 
have it out man to man. 

It was just like a bear pit I was the bear at the 
bottom, who could not get at the yapping hounds 
above without being slain, whilst they did not dare 
to descend and bait me. And so, seeing that 
one of them had unslung his arquebus, and was 
fixing its crutch and blowing his match for a 
shot, I left them to amuse one another, and went 
to see how Willie Trehalion had fared with Don 
Miguel. 

Their struggle must have been a short one, for 
when I came up to the chamber in the snake's head 
I found the Spaniard lying on the floor, with the 
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squat figure of the boatswain perched on his stomach. 
The victor had a bare brown foot on each of his 
enemy's arms, whilst in his only hand he held, with 
significant intention, Don Miguel's own jewel-hilted 
misericorde. 

It was a most refreshing sight. 

" You be back soon, Master Topp," said Willie, 
without turning his head. " We have just this very 
minute decided who should sit uppermost" 

At this the Spaniard drew back his lips in an 
evil smile, showing two rows of yellow teeth that 
protruded outward like a calfs ; and I thought his 
dace the most devilish and fearsome my eyes had 
ever fallen upon. Then, as if suddenly recollecting 
himself, he closed his mouth, smiled, and lay before 
us a pale, perfect Apollo. The suddenness of the 
change sent a cold shudder through me — it smacked 
so much of Popish magic The boatswain, too, was 
plainly not a little disconcerted, for he set to work 
scratching his bare shining poll with the hook, a 
sure sign that he was puzzled ; and presently — still 
without taking his eye from the prisoner — he rapped 
out, " Best kill him at once. Master Topp, for fear of 
accidents." 

A flicker of fear passed quickly over the Spaniard's 
face at the words ; but it was only a flicker, and in 
a moment it was gone. 

" You hear, Don Miguel ? " said I. " Have you 
any plea to ui^e why we should not kill you ? " 

" No," he said shortly ; " no plea that you would 
consider adequate." 
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I knew of one which he m^ht have ui^ed with 
success; but as he evidently did not at present 
recognise me, it was not the time to remind him of 
Whitby and Vigo. 

** Then, senor, you do not shrink from death ? " 

''Would you promise us immunity from hurt if 
we set you free?" 

"No, I will not; for you would mock me if I 
did. And" — ^he added fiercely — ^**my word shall 
not be held up to the scorn of any one." 

This reading of my thoughts and intentions took 
me back somewhat, but after a moment's pause I 
asked if he would give his word not to attempt to 
attack us or to escape, supposing that I ordered the 
boatswain to release him from his present uncom- 
fortable durance. 

"Yes, senor; I pledge my honour so far," he 
answered carelessly ; so I bade Willie rise. He did 
so, after some demur, and very unwillingly. 

The Spaniard gazed at me sullenly and per- 
sistently, and as I began to feel eerie and uncom- 
fortable under his stare — for I feared the Evil Eye, 
and those black orbs were baneful — I told Willie 
that I had something for his private ear. With a 
bow to the prisoner, which, considering that I was 
long unused to movements of courtesy, was pass- 
able enough, I led the way downstairs, and Willie 
followed, carrying Don Miguel's sword and dagger 
tucked underneath his right armpit Some twenty 
steps below he halted, but I bade him go further 
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still, for I wished to be sure that we were out of 
earshot of our captive. 

** Now, Willie/' I said, when we had nearly reached 
the bottom, ** why this gloom 7 Our fortune could 
not have been better." 

" No," replied the boatswain slowly ; " but we 
might have made a better use of it** 

" Prove that" 

" I had my steel at yon rascal's throat, and you 
bade me stay it,** was the reply. 

" Understand me," I said sternly ; ** I won't have 
Don Miguel injured while he is in my hands. If for 
no other reason, because he can be made to serve us." 

** Aye," answered Willie scornfully, ** that he can ! 
We've left him up there alone, and he can send a 
hail to Don Sancho to tell him how matters are. 
Who's to hinder him, since we don't seem to want 
to ? Pho 1 Master Topp ; d'ye think our bird won't 
chirp to his mates when he's got the chance 7 " 

" I hope so." 

" You hope so ! Why, Master Topp, you must 
be bewitched. That bandy-legged little don will 
have another score of men up from the cave before 
you can wink." 

** Let him. We can hold our snail's house against 
them." 

"But not against starvation. They bananas is 
about done already, an' I'd liefer tackle a leather 
scabbard than the skins." 

" How is the wind, Willie 7 Or has your sailor's 
eye deserted you along with your other faculties 7 
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Come, tell me what you read in the sky up aloft 
there when you were sitting on the don's stomach." 

The boatswain shot a look of perplexity at me ; 
and then his eye brightened. He began to see my 
drift. 

" Chopped round gently to the eastward/' he an- 
swered promptly. ** Swell goin' down, an' big clouds 
floating high and unbroken. A murky night comii^ 
on. 

"A murky night coming on! Yes, and what 
about Captain Alexander Ireland, and the lads with 
him? Will he sleep through that murky night, 
think you? Or will the boat leave Galley Island 
on the instant that darkness falls? I tell you, 
Willie Trehalion, my sworn shipmate will be at 
the cave's mouth before the midnight glass has 
turned, and it seems to me that hell find his task 
an easier one if half the foe is sitting round the 
snail-shell. Why, man, I schemed for it ! " 

"And you were right, Master Topp," said the 
boatswain, half vexed at finding himself in the 
wrong. " I voW you be right, after all." 

And with that we went aloft again, he to resume 
his interrupted sleep beside Don Miguel, whom we 
found lying down in the shelter of the snake's teeth, 
and I to take the watch. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

THE TABLES TURNED 

THE day passed, and after it most of the night ; 
but just before dawn the relief which I had 
prophesied came. 

Under cover of the darkness Alec had landed his 
heavy load of men from Galley Island, on the west 
shore of the harbour near to its entrance, but out of 
sight of the Spanish sentinels at the cave's mouth. 
Then he returned to Shelter Island and took off Jan 
Pengony and the others whom he had left there. 
The two parties joined, and, hauling their boat up 
high and dry, marched with silent haste round the 
harbour till they came to the flat before the cave. 
Here, leaving the others ambushed in the thicket. 
Job Trehalion and Alec crawled through the grass 
and stalked the sentinels, who, as their fancied 
security had made them careless, were easily sur- 
prised and silenced. Then the rest of the party 
came up at a run, and formed a circle round the 
mouth of the cave. 

The Spaniards, hearing the noise, came out to 
discover its cause, but after some three or four of 
them had fallen in the scuffle they drew back again 
into the darkness. Alec thereupon swore that he 
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would smoke them like so many flitches of bacon if 
they gave him any more trouble, and at the threat 
they surrendered at discretion. 

After they had been disarmed and placed for 
security, together with the Galley Island prisoners, 
in a convenient aisle of the cave, a small party was 
left to guard them, and the rest, arming themselves 
with the captives' arquebuses, made their way to the 
Temple Hill to relieve us. 

Completely shielded by the thick undergrowth and 
by the darkness, they were able to surround our 
besiegers and cover them with the arquebuses 
before they made their presence known. The first 
indication which Don Sancho and his crew had that 
they were trapped was the call to lay down their 
arms and surrender, or they were all dead men ; and 
the gallant don, seeing the light of his own watch^ 
fire glinting on steel barrels all round him, cared 
neither to parley nor to fight, but did as he was told. 
And by so doing he probably saved many lives, both 
Spanish and English. 

The long struggle was over, and now the slaves 
had become masters and the masters slaves. The 
Spaniards had lost not a few more men in the final 
skirmish at the cave — for there were bitter and relent- 
less swords against them — but, except that the man 
called Sam had died of his wounds on Shelter Island, 
and lay buried there, no more English had fallen. 
There were thirty-two of us left, and each man ready 
and able to fight like a buU-dog if need be. We 
had many wounds, but as the poorness of our recent 
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entertainment had kept us all spare of body, Nature's 
unaided surgery would soon heal them ; for it is 
only when men are full-fleshed and hot-blooded that 
wounds bring fever in their train. 

Our prisoners were one hundred and twenty-two 
all told, and to arrange for the safest manner of 
disposing of them a council was held as soon as all 
hands had rested somewhat 

The Old Man, whose prophecies had brought him 
great respect, was fiercely anxious to kill them all 
forthwith ; and most of the men — the older ones 
especially — were inclined to ag^ee with him. Willie 
Trehalion, however, would not hear of it He had 
recovered his skin cap, and now rubbed it fore and 
aft across his bald pate with fierce energy while he 
spoke. 

"No, no. Old Man," said he; "ifs ill counsel 
you be giving us this time. Til kill Spaniards with 
you in hot blood as long as I can stand, and never 
ask for a finer sport ; but to butcher them defence- 
less an' unresisting isn't an English sailor's job at 
alL It's a common hangman's work, that's what 
it is, and Willie Trehalion hain't going to sully hook 
or fist by doing it On the high seas," he added, 
reflectively, " I grant ye it's different There you 
can blindfold a prisoner an' leave the gangway open, 
an' then if so be he chooses to march overboard, why, 
it hain't your fault, and you have no call to bring the 
ship to an' waste time in picking him up. But this 
that you be wanting us to do, Old Man, is murder." 

"Oh, ho, ho: Ah, ha I" laughed the Old Man. 
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" What dainty gentleman have we here ? Why, Willie 
Trehalion, you with a face moulded out of a Portin- 
gale orange by four strokes of a marlin-spike, you 
with a body as delicate and graceful as a side of 
beef, you that have lost a hand and an eye in bloody 
warfare with these same gentle Spaniards, for whom 
you plead so prettily — are your feelings become so 
nice and finnicking that you blench and turn sick 
like a girl at the thought of a don or two dancing 
the devil's hornpipe on empty air? Is that you, 
Willie Trehalion?" 

"Aye," replied the boatswain, sullenly, "that's 
me, if you like — a fighter with the best of you, but 
never a murderer." 

" What ! " cried the Old Man, angrily, " will you 
never learn? Have not their beatings, gaolings, 
starvings, cursings, made you suffer enough yet ? 
Tender-hearted maiden that you are, you will let 
the wasps regain their nest once more, and then 
you'll wonder that they come out with fresh venom 
in their tails to sting you again. Come, Job, tell 
this dainty uncle of yours how you served the wasp 
that seamed that purple scar across your forehead." 

" Crushed 'un," saki Job, with a grin. 

" Ever a fool was Job," muttered his uncle to the 
rest of us ; " an' now he turns fool's evidence." 

Job chuckled, and the Old Man broke out into 
his weird unearthly laugh. 

" Oh, ho, ho ! Fools both, d'you say, my pretty 
boatswain ? Well, perhaps it is so. Job here, fool 
by birth ; I, fool by Spanish torture ; and yet both 
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of us at times wiser by many a long fathom than 
every man of you. Never scoff at fools, my masters. 
The Emperor of the Indies has a fool for his Vizier, 
and a motley coat rules half the courts of Europe. 
Listen to me now. At times I can be the maddest 
fool of the lot ; I can jest for you, rule for you, cast 
omens for you, prophesy for you, and all without 
sight of star or burning of mystic charm — but now, 
I do none of these." He hauled himself painfully 
to his feet, and looked round upon them with a 
gesture of frightful menace. " No. I bid you slay. 
Slay these cursed Spaniards from commandant to 
cabin lad. And if it be a crime, on my head be it ! 
Slay!" 

His voice rose to a shriek at these last words, 
and his listeners shrank back and shuddered when 
they met his eyes. 

" Aye," he went on, " if it be murder, I care not. 
Look at these legs — like two gnarled and crushed 
old willows. Every bone in them has been crushed 
by Popish tortures. See these distorted arms, 
knotted like a conjuror's handkerchief. Gaze on 
this body, seamed with fire, scarred with whips and 
pincers. Aye, I am a poor cripple now; but a 
short score of years ago I could have thrashed big 
John Topp there as easily as he could trounce me 
now with his little finger. What could give atone- 
ment for these hurts ? And yet I do not bid you 
torture these Spaniards in like kind ; but only slay 
them. Slay them I Slay them I And then — 
then " 
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"And what then, Old Man?" asked the boat- 
swain. 

" Then," exclaimed the Old Man fiercely, " make 
me your captain, and I promise you gold beyond 
your wildest dreams — I will lead you to Manoa I " 

There arose a torrent of voices as he finished 
speaking. Some declared that Captain Ireland was 
our leader, and that the Old Man's words were 
treason ; others that they hated the very name of 
the Golden City ; and while a few called upon the 
Old Man to say more, the rest pressed Alec to 
speak. I joined my voice to these last, and by 
out-shouting the others, gained silence. 

" My lads," he said, " there is not one of us here 
who has cause to love the Spaniards, least of all I, 
who have lost a father at their hands ; but let us 
not sully our souls with their murder. No, no ; we 
can do better than that We can make them usefuL 
We have a safe prison for them in the cave, and 
they shall be our slaves. As for Manoa, many of 
us who sailed to these seas in the Bristol Merchant 
have spent years in the search for it already, and 
the prospect of continuing the quest does not tempt 
us. But Spanish galleons and plate ships litter the 
main like islands in an archipelago, and every one 
of them contains treasure. Now, my plan is to 
make these our quarry; for from them a stout 
English ship can reap revenge and plunder both.** 

*' So she could," put in one fellow ; '' but, captain, 
we haven't got that same stout ship." 

*" We have hands, sirrah," replied Alec, '' and soioe 
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of us brains besides. The wrecks will afford both 
material and tools, and we have plenty of captive- 
labour to make the work light. There are artificers 
amongst us, and I myself have some knowledge of 
the shipwright's craft And so I say, let us collect 
our plankings at once, and begin to set up the stocks 
on which to lay a keel. Has anyone of you a better 
plan to offer ? " 

The men looked at one another, and exchanged 
their thoughts in half-whispers, and Willie Trehalion, 
after hanging in the wind for a minute or so, rapped 
his hook against his forehead and came forward as 
their spokesman. 

" We hain't altogether in love wi' galleys, Cap'n 
Ireland," said he, " nor with any other ship that's 
driven wi' slaves' oars. Ye see, slaves is apt to 
break out when you're fighting their friends, and 
requires a lot of victual an' attention, besides smell- 
ing mighty bad at all times. An' this company, 
being sailors all, an' not soldier-mariners, likes best 
to manoeuvre in battle under canvas, and, in fact, 
backs one round ship to three long ones any 
day." 

"And I am with you there, Willie. I did not 
mean that we should put these prisoner dons on a 
galley's bank and let them taste the bitters of their 
own prescription. No, no; leave oared craft to 
nations of land soldiers. The winds are the ministers 
of the Englishman, and sails are the wand with 
which he rules them. Give me a handy craft, and 
I'll warrant to keep the weather gauge of an enemy 
N 
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without cumbering the waist with filthy slaves and 
telling off good fighting men to guard them. The 
Spaniards here shall be far luckier than they deserve. 
They shall work for us as shipwrights' labourers and 
shore servants ; and when our ship is built and we 
are fitted for the cruise, well give them a holiday to 
dispose of their bodies as they like. If we return to 
refit or for any other purpose and find them here, 
well, we can enslave them again and make them 
useful. If we return no more, again well. And if 
we come and find that they have escaped, still well ; 
for they will then be off our hands." 

Here he paused, and at once there arose a s ta-ong - 
lunged shout of approbation, in which all joined with 
tfeexception ofthe OldTftan, who remained moodily 
silent The men were delighted with the plan and 
eager to begin the work of ship-building. They 
swore to follow Captain Ireland to the end, and 
promised death to the first man who should disobey 
him. Then they rated John Topp as his lieutenant, 
Willie Trehalion as boatswain, and Jan Pengony as 
gunner. After which, remembering the Old Man, 
and thinking he might work mischief unless he was 
humoured, they named him captain of guard over 
the prisoners, and promised to haul him a bombard 
ashore, with which he could belch langrage into the 
cave in case of a revolt 

And at this he regained his spirits instantly, and 
with a horrid torrent of " Oh, ho's ! " and " Ah ha's! " 
assured us that before the month was a week older 
he would have occasion to shoot, for that already, 
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like an Andes condor, he could scent the steam 
of Spanish slaughter from afar. 

Meanwhile Alec had the five Spanish officers 
brought before him, armoured but unarmed, and 
told them what he had decided to do with them. 
Most of them received the verdict quietly enough. 
Bandy-legged, little Don Sancho shrugged his 
shoulders, and saying that it was the fortune of 
war, hoped that we would set our tasks lightly in 
view of a possible turning of the tables sometime in 
the future. The sallow-faced commandant, however, 
refused absolutely to soil his hands for any man's 
pleasure, and set his snarling yellow teeth with the 
air of a man who intends to keep his word. 

" Why, senor," said I, " John Topp counts himself 
as big a gentleman as you any day, and yet holds 
it no shame to haul and heave with those under him, 
or even to dip his sword-hand in the tar-bucket if 
need be." 

He turned round sharply when he heard my 
name. " John Topp, is it ? I must ask your pardon 
for not recc^ising you in the serpent's mouth last 
night You were a little better dressed, I think, 
last time we had the pleasure of meeting, so my 
oversight is perhaps excusable. Well, Don John, 
my feelings on the point differ from yours." 

" Take care, Don Miguel ; we have a super- 
abundance of workpeople," said I, significantly. 

He shrugged his shoulders. " Hang me if you 
have a mind," he said contemptuously. 

** Or we may follow your own device, and make 
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3^u fast to a post down on the strand yonder at 
low tide." 

^ You may drown me, senor ; drown me by slow 
inches if you please, for I am to that extent in your 
power — ^but I shall not be your obedient servant" 

*• Oh, ho ! " laughed the Old Man, who had just 
come up to look after his charge. ** Ah, ha ! stub- 
bom and stiff-necked as I was. It does the Old 
Man's heart good to see such a lusty fellow. Let 
me consider now. What should be the discipline 7 
Something novel, and telling, and appropriate ; and 
humorous, too, if possible. Why isn't the pot-bellied 
little racker here ? Dear me, at another time such 
a piece of pleasantry would be on my lips in a 
moment Oh, ho ! I have it We will roast you 
in your metal shell like some great crab, most illus- 
trious senor commandant You're rather lean, so 
maybe will be a trifle charred in the process ; but 
the devil, who will eat the dish, is not over nice in 
his feeding, and will forgive the cooks for forgetting 
to baste." 

The Spaniard uttered no verbal reply, but shrug^^ 
his shoulders and gave a sneering smile which showed 
no departure from his previous resolve. 

Then Alec spoke. 

"Jan Pengony and Job Trehalion, slip off Don 
Miguel's iron shirt, and bare his back. Now trice 
him up to the lower bough of that tree. No, not by 
the neck. I don't want him hanged Fasten his 
wrists." 

Don Miguel's face showed its first expression of 
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uneasiness. *' Senor captain/' he said, " flogging to 
death is a felon's death, and I have done nothing 
to deserve that disgrace. If you will not hold me 
to ransom, at least kill me by sword, rope, or bullet, 
and let me die like a soldier and a gentleman." 

" But I have no intention of killing you, senor," 
replied Alec, with a courtly bow. " Here, you men, 
go and bring the rest of the prisoners from the cave 
to witness the flogging. I am not going to have 
you whipped to death, Don Miguel, though the 
Old Man here is itching to do it, I can see. No, 
I am simply going to g^ve you threescore lashes 
to-day on the bare back, and threescore more on 
every succeeding day that you refuse to work. You 
may get tired of your stubbornness in time, and 
meanwhile the example will be good. No, Old 
Man, don't hurry. Wait for the audience." 

'' Ten thousand times would I prefer death! " cried 
the Spaniard, with a venomous oath. 

" You are not offered a choice, senor." 

"You refuse to kill me?" 

"Absolutely." 

"Ah! then I surrender. Your punishment is 
more d^rrading than your task. I accept the lesser 
indigm'ty." ^ 

" So ? I thought you would." said Alec " Here^ 
gunner, appoint this man to a gang and give him a 
task suitable to his strength." 
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CHAPTER XIX 
A CURIOUS CRAFT 

A WALL of stone four feet thick, surrounding a 
small, well-barred door, completely closed the 
entrance to the cave and made it ^a^ io unbreaka ble. 
One solitary sentinel was amply sufficient to g^ard 
it ; and, indeed, so confident were we of its strength 
that although we had on the shore-level storehouses 
and so on, surrounded by a stockade and earthwork 
which might serve as a fort in case of attack, we 
built our own dwellings on the plateau above. 

A zigzag path from the shore led one to the upper 
level in less than five minutes, and once there all 
danger from the fevers which the clammy night mists 
of the harbour might give birth to was averted. The 
houses, built of bamboo and thatched with broad 
leaves, lay in and amongst a grove of graceful 
feathery palms, whose waving fingers fanned the 
hot air into coolness, and the natural garden around 
them remained as much as possible undisturbed. 

Lovely flowers grew everywhere, framed in slender 
fern fronds. Orchids hung from the trees in twisted 
masses of rainbow-tinted colour. The leaves of the 
shrubs were hidden in a cloak of rich blossom. A 
myriad scents commingled, and the breeze was 

i9» 
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fragrant with the essence of Paradise. Nor was the 
luscious picture confined to still life only. Strange 
insects, like animated jewels, hummed through the air. 
Painted butterflies, whose colouring no human brush 
could reproduce, floated from bloom to bloom. 
Lizards, like flashes of pale green fire, shot across 
from the shadow of one great plant to the shadow 
of another. And overhead the gaily-plumaged birds 
fluttered about or perched on the branches, and 
sang to the sun throughout the whole of his daily 
course. 

Had it not been for the droves of steel-jawed 
mosquitoes which haunted our fairy grove, I think 
few of us would have asked better than to spend 
their days on such a favoured spot But the in- 
satiate bloodthirst of these insect enemies prevented 
us from d^enerating into mere lotus-eaters, and the 
first spark of dawn was our call to work. 

We worked hard ; the English urged by habit 
and hope, the Spaniards by example and rod. A 
second boat was found lying in a rock-pool, stove-in, 
but repairable; and with this and the other one 
which we already possessed, the carrack's stores and 
cargo, and the jetsam from the galley, were safely 
housed ashore. Then b^^ the heavier toil of un- 
piecing the vessels, stripping off the unsplintered 
planks and frames, the unbroken knees and elbows, 
and transporting them to the site whereon we intended 
to lay stocks for our new keel. 

It was slow work, as anyone who has broken up a 
ship will know, for bolt and clamp and trenail had 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



200 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

each to be drawn with curious care, lest timbers or 
sheathing should be split and so rendered unfit for 
further use. But time and perseverance were the 
chief factors towards success, and by lavishing both 
freely we at length finished the dismantling of the 
two wrecks, and carried or towed their contents to 
the beach in fi-ont of the cave. 

It was then that the great discussion took place 
as to the form in which our new barque should be 
built 

Ever since we had settled in our upland village 
amongst the palms. Alec had been employing his 
spare time in carving and rigging a succession 
of toy ships. Nobody had taken much notice of 
him, for it was not his habit to court public applause, 
and as yet he had not asked for public criticism. 
He would work by the flickering firelight far into 
the night, and appeared so wrapped up in his labours 
that sometimes we would speak three or four times 
to him and not get an answer. More than once I 
fancied that he was under a spell, and wondered 
whether Don Miguel had the power of the Evil Eye. 
For indeed my sworn shipmate's manner was often 
strangely distracted. ^ 

Sometimes he would sit gazing moodily at his 
work ; sometimes he Vould stare intently at the 
fantastic shadow-pictures which the jerky flames cast 
on the dark bushes at the edge of the circle of 
light; and then he would set too and destroy a 
greater part of the fabric he had toiled over, and 
start patiently to fit and carve it all afresh* 
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And the Old Man, who, when not on guard below, 
seemed always to be watching these attempts, would 
rub his* shining hands and burst out into a weird 
" Oh, ho, ho I " of approval. 

Now and again the modeller would take one of 
his tiny craft to a secluded part of the harbour, and, 
openly saying that he wanted no company, would 
test it, so we supposed. And how his playthings 
had behaved in these trials, we could always guess 
by the look on his grave face when he returned, 
pleased or gloomy, according to the result. 

His knife had fashioned similar strange vessels in 
the old days at Whitby, where the unbelieving jeers 
of the shipwrights had made him destroy them ; and 
though I and the others, looking at his new designs 
with the critical eye of sailors rather than with the 
partial one of comrades, pointed out to him grave 
defects and useless innovations, he would quietly bid 
us wait, wait, wait, and not criticise the unfinished 
work until we could base our judgment on shown 
results rather than on the strange and unlikely looks 
of his new models. 

And so in the long summer evenings, when our 
work was doilfe, whilst Alec pondered and laboured, 
the rest of us smoked our cigarillos, drank palm- 
wine, spun yams of mermaidens and sea monsters 
and giants, such as Magellan found by the icy 
Southern Ocean. And sometimes we sang the old 
sea-songs of England ; and sometimes again new 
songs of Spanish torture, of blood and of revenge, 
songs which the Okl Man made for us, and which 
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he delighted to teach us to sing. Crad, devilish 
songs they were, and the Old Man's weird laughter 
ran through the chorus like a demon's accompani- 
ment, but to some of us their very horror was their 
charm. 

But when the labour of collecting the planks and 
timbers was nearly over, by our captain's orders we 
others b^[an building a toy ship of our own, design- 
ing her upon what we considered the fastest and 
handiest lines, making her, in fact, a model from 
which, as we believed, the larger vessel for which we 
had collected our material could best be built Put 
upon our mettle by a challenge to pit our brains 
against the captain's, we spared no pains to perfect 
the details of our little craft ; and so from boltsprit 
to mizzen, from the poop lanterns to the heavy round 
tops, from forecastle to after-castle, she was as pretty 
a plaything as the heart of a sailor could desire. 
And that when put to the trial she would prove 
fastest in sailing, quickest in getting about, and 
handiest to fight, her builders had not a doubt 

It was declared a holiday when the two little 
vessels were placed in competition on the ruffled 
waters of the harbour, and after stowing the 
Spaniards away snugly in their gaol (except some 
half-a-score who were dispatched on a pig-hunt, and 
afterwards were the cause of no little uneasiness to 
us), all hands assembled to see the trial 

Two courses were to be sailed : one a run dead 
before the wind, the other a trial of speed close- 
hauled; for, as Willie Trehalion justly put it, '*A 
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hajrstack can drift> but it takes a tidy ship to run to 
windward in anything like weather." 

Alec captained his own bark, and I ours; and 
when each navigator had trimmed sails, the two 
vessels were headed, with the wind straight off shore, 
towards the other side of the harbour. 

As r^^ards looks, our bark unquestionably made 
the braver show. Her square stem towered out of 
the water like the gable of some quaint old house, 
and her frowning ports commanded the sea all 
round. Her courses, topsails, spritsail, and mizzen 
bellied out in graceful curves, and her bluff, sturdy 
bow rode over the wavelets like some restive 
charger, and churned them into foam beneath her 
keeL Proud would the pigmy captaiii have been 
who could have stood on diat lofty poop and looked 
down at the pigmy crew in the waist below, as they 
passed in and out of the doors of their house in the 
forecastle. She was a pretty craft, and one that 
made a mariner's heart bum within him in joyful 
anticipation of her certain victory. 

Alec's vessel caused no such thrill. She was low 
in the water, had no castle forward, had not even a 
raised poop, and possessed but one deck, and that 
flush through all its length. Her bows were sharp 
and much cut away, which augured ill for her safety 
in a heavy sea — though, tmth to tell, she seemed to 
ride over the ell-high waves of the harbour as dry as 
our own vessel — and her stem was pared down to 
nothing where the radder meets the water — a strange 
sight truly. 
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But it was her r^ which excited our greatest 
wonder. Her two pole masts had no round tops, 
and but little of shrouds or stays. Moreover, they 
carried nothing but fore and aft canvas— oblong 
sails hoisted between gaff and boom inboard, and 
triangular sails on the boltsprit She had only four 
sails in all, and so strangely were they cut that 
there was no sign of bag m them (except when she 
was running free), and, in a word, tiiiey set as flat as 
boards. 

Yet in spite of all, our vessel did not show the 
other craft her heels, but seemed rather to be 
straining every splmter to keep her place. 

The two went ashore within three seconds of one 
another, and the men who were waiting their arrival 
took them up and hailed that Captain Ireland's boat 
was first 

Ah, well, we'd see what she could do on a wind. 
Not much there, some of us fancied. 

Once more sail was trimmed, and the little craft 
were set to claw off a dead lee shore with what was 
to them a heavy beam sea running. It was a task 
in which many a well-found ship of great tonnage 
has utterly failed, as thousands of rock-gashed 
corpses can witness, and we for our part were 
unwilling to try it Alec, however, said his vessel 
could thresh through, and so we could not for very 
shame refuse the encounter. 

For the little galleon our fears were but too well- 
founded. Close-hauled as she was, with all her 
sheets well aft, like a sentient being she did her 
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very best, striving and striving to labour oat to sea, 
but sagging more and more to leeward with every 
attempt ; and at last a wavelet, a trifle lustier than 
those which had gone before, hove her high and dry 
upon the beach from which she had started 

But Alec's model was in a different plight With 
never a shred of canvas shivering she reached out 
over the mimic billows, never swerving from her 
course by a band's breadth, grooving her slanting 
path up the watery hills, and slipping down into the 
valleys, with her decks as dry as Uie burning sun 
above could make them. 

Though smarting with defeat we could not but 
admire the power of this new sea-engine. She 
sailed some seven points closer to the wind than 
any craft we had hitherto clapt eyes on ; her speed 
was incontestable; and, in anything like moderate 
weather, two hands could put her about with ease. 

Still, though she might be agile as a panther, we 
were by no means in love with her as a battleship, 
and rained out objections in a perfect storm. 

To these Alec listened gravely enough' at first, 
but presently his eye lighted up, and he answered 
with an amount of irritation and heat which was 
unusual in him. 

''To the ship-breaker with your clumsy apple- 
bowed floating fortresses I " he cried. * Noah's ark 
was not more unhandy in a sea. Look at my beauty, 
how she sits the water like a duck. Note her fine 
entrance. See how neatly the waters close behind 
her delicate stem, leaving no heavily dras^ing wake. 
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And as for lofty sides being a protection against 
boarders, I shall manceuvre so that no enemy can 
ever get near enough to lay me aboard. And the 
lower your freeboard, the smaller, remember, is the 
enemy's target You ask where are my castles on 
bow and stem. Why, you unobserving dolts, did 
you not hear before we left England that Captain 
Hawkins of Plymouth, was razing them from all 
his ships, as a lubberly encumbrance fit only for 
land-loving cowards who could not fight except from 
behind a stockade ? " 

And so he ran on, decrying every point in our 
ship, and sticking up for the innovations on his 
own so fiercely that, losing my temper somewhat, 
I ventured to remonstrate. But before ten sentences 
had passed my lips the Old Man interrupted. 

"Oh, ho, ho!" chuckled he. "Empty-headed 
Jack, what a pity you're not a Papist For surely 
a more mulish bigot never stuck to a foolish cause. 
Why, my good numskull, you're always prating of 
your hatred for the dons ; and here you are, trying 
in your crass ignorance to belittle the most cunning 
scourge that was ever made to swing against their 
idolatrous backs. I tell you. Jack, and you my 
masters all, I tell }rou — I, who have thrown you 
a dozen or so of true prophecies before — I tell you 
that yon outiandish craft which is now working her 
way almost in the eye of the wind, shall work a deed 
the like of which no English bark, like manned, has 
ever worked before. She shall fight a single-handed 
fight with a great galleon, and capture her; and 
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there shall be spoil such as the greediest of you 
scarce dare dream about" 

** And so off cap every one of you to your captain, 
and follow his bidding without more of your ignorant 
questioning. Oh, ho, ho ! Tis a merry world, but 
peopled with fools." 

Close contests and heated arguments make men 
hungry : so when the trial of our toy ships was over 
we returned to the little village under the palm trees, 
with appetites sharpened for our supper. 

We were doomed to be disappointed, however, 
for there were no Spanish slaves waiting our return 
•with freshly killed pork as we had hoped. We 
hailed, but got no reply ; went to the nearest rising 
ground, but saw no sign ; and so, concluding that 
incessant hunting was making the swine more shy 
and difficult to find, we made shift to fill our 
stomachs with any odds and ends which the 
larder happened to contain. Afterwards, throwing 
ourselves down on luxurious natural moss couches, 
we blew our tobacco smoke up into the still night 
air and chatted over the events of the day, fighting 
the battle of the toy ships over again point by 
point, and not giving the Spanish foragers so much 
as a thought 

But when Job Trehalion yawned and said he'd 
turn in if his belly weren't so empty, everyone 
b^;an to wonder what had happened to the pig- 
hunters to keep them away so long; and Alec, 
going to the top of the cliff, hailed the sentry on 
guard at the cave's mouth, to ask if they had 
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gone straight to their gaol without reporting 
themselves. 

The sentry said no, and expressed surprise at 
seeing his captain there, '' for," he said, ** you took 
boat down hiu-bour come an hour agone." 

" Why didn't you hail the boat, booby? " 

" I did, cap'n," replied the fellow in an aggrieved 
tone, ''and you answered that you was bound for 
Galley Island." 

At this I broke out into a storm of abuse at the 
sentry for his stupidity, but Alec cut me short, bidding 
me waste no more time, but take a dozen men with me 
and row to the mouth of the harbour. He himself set 
off to a coign of vantage on the outlying spit, nmning 
like an untired man at the beginning of a race, whilst 
I with a crowd at my heels tore down to the beach. 

One boat had gone, sure enough, and the other 
lay high and dry. We reached her, and found that 
the Spaniards had taken a simple method of prevent- 
ing pursuit They had removed all the oars, knowing 
well enough that we had none in reserve. 

We could do nothing, for before we could split 
up new oars they would be far beyond our ken, as 
there was no moon, and in the darkness we stood 
no chance of finding them. So we hailed to Alec 
to come back, and after making sure that our store- 
houses were untouched returned to the cave. 

At the door we were met by the Old Man. 

"Oh, ho, ho!" he cackled. "So, Don Miguel 
and his fellow scoundrels have taken the first chance 
of breaking their plighted word. Didn't I tell you 
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that live Spaniards were more dangerous than dead 
ones ? And yon derided my words, and called me 
savage and murderer. Ah, ha! a merry buzzing 
homef s nest they'll bring about your ears presently. 
Then maybe your squeamishness will pass away, 
and the sour blue Spaniard blood will flow in rivers. 
But if you were wise. Captain Ireland, you would 
give orders at once to light a fire of green wood at 
the mouth of the cave, and smoke out the rest of the 
hive before they too manage to free their stings. 
You frown at my advice. Ah, but )rouVe young, my 
most chivalrous captain — ^young and tender-hearted 
— for as yet you've suffered only trivial injuries at 
Spanish hands. Oh, ho, ho t my words are wasted 
now, but maybe you'll live to see their wisdom." 

''Old Man," said Willie Trehalion solemnly, 
seeing by Alec's face that a storm was coming, 
''stop your bloodthirsty babbling, an' go and lark 
with Nephew Job, your crazy playmate." 

And the Old Man, after glowering venomously at 
his interrupter, did as he was told ; and the two of 
them gamed with knucklebones for a maravedi a 
throw until far into the night 

Next day we laid the first plank of our new ship ; 
and thenceforward the flat by the cave resounded 
with the dubbing of addices, the ring of hammers, 
the jarring of saws, and the songs of the workmen — 
a discordant medley enough, but to our ears the 
sweetest harmony. 

First arose a bristling thicket of ribs, the bare 
unsightly skeleton. Next a skin of planking, rising 
O 
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from rabbits on the keel, spread slowly over the 
superstmctare till it reached the deck-beams, and 
then continued upwards to form a strong protective 
bulwark, gapped with small row-ports and larger 
gun embrasures. Then tough trenails pinned the 
deck planks on their bed, and by-and-by b^an the 
music of the caulker's iron and mallet When every 
stroke of axe or hammer was a stroke nearer to 
freedom there was little chance that the work would 
become wearisome. 

Our Spanish slaves were useless except for 
porters' work, and of the English none had served 
an actual apprenticeship to the carpenter's trade. 
Yet such was the enei^ which our captain's en- 
thusiasm infused into every man of us that, 
incredible though it may seem, I, John Topp, 
solemnly declare that the schooner Scourge kissed 
the waters of the harbour three months and four 
days after the first timber of her keel was laid on 
the stocks. 

What a shout we raised as her stem swooped 
joyously down to meet the element she was destined 
for I Eagerly, as though flinging from her graceful 
sides the dishonouring taint of earth, she embraced 
the water. Her forward rush was stopped by the 
stout warp of esparto grass which bound her, and 
she swung sharply round to a standstill. And before 
the wave she threw up had spread a dozen fathoms, 
we made a simultaneous rush upon her clever red- 
polled architect, and hoisted him high above our 
shoulders. 
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And when we had had enough of cheering for 
Captain Alec IrelandySome of us were uncomfortably 
hoarse; while as for the Old Man, he could not 
laugh above a whisper. 

But the Scourge was a mere hulk so far, and not 
a well-fitted fighting ship ; and so it was to work 
again without premature holiday. Masts had to be 
made and stepped, rig^ng to be designed and set up, 
and sails to be cut and stitched from the unpickings 
of older sails. And these labours, with the fittings 
below and the shaping of spars and such like, were 
not the work of a day or of a week. All hands took 
part in them except the Old Man, who was deeply 
engaged in the construction of some infernal engine 
near the mouth of the harbour, the use of which he 
obstinately refused to tell us. 

Almost all the powder on the wrecks of the 
Spanish ships had been spoiled, and a handful or so 
from the heart of each barrel was all we were able 
to secure; but arms, small and great, and body- 
armour we found in abundance, enough to have 
supplied two such ships as the Scourge, 

One would have thought, moreover, that the great 
Spanish bombard — which the old man kept trained 
on his prisoners in the caves — ^was as heavy a piece 
as a reasonable man could desire. But Alexander 
Ireland was not as other men. He argued that with 
our small crew a fight at long bowls would be our 
only chance, and so he set to work to devise a 
weapon which would enable us to do this. He 
made drawings, and then a model in wood, from 
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which he fashioned a mould of moist sand. Then 
breaking up a falconet and some small demi- 
culverins and sakers, he built a furnace and 
crammed it with the brazen fragments of these 
pieces mixed with charcoal, and from shipwright 
turned himself to the trade of gun-founder. 

And I must own that it was a deadly weapon 
which he turned out. For although the gun had 
none of that ornamentation which one looks for in 
a piece that is to earn a high repute, still it could 
not fairly be judged by the standard of other 
weapons, because it differed from every gun that 
had hitherto been cast It was fearfully cumber- 
some in the breech, and down to where the 
trunnions lay ; but from that point forward it 
tapered throughout the whole of its enormous 
length, which was a full foot and a half beyond 
the fathom, until just round the muzzle it swelled 
out to form a strong ring. He made a carriage for 
it, too, as unique in construction as the gun it bore, 
and planted it right amidships between the masts. 
The piece could be fired from a large port on either 
side, or over the bulwark if need be ; so that except 
directly ahead or astern, its deadly pelting com- 
manded every point of the compass. With this 
powerful weapon, and the culverins and falconets 
mounted on either broadside, we had as much 
artillery as we could man. 

But our powder room was empty. 
. This was a most serious gap in our defence, and 
one which for lack of materials we could not remedy. 
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One jester, indeed, said that we could get charcoal 
from the woods and sulphur. from the Spaniards' 
oaths, so that we required only saltpetre to start our 
manufactory, but even on this showing we were no 
better off, for we had not the saltpetre. There was 
nothing for it, therefore, but to run our first prize by 
the board and take her hew-and-thrust fashion, and 
then to use the powder she carried to load our 
weapons against her friends. 

We had, it is true, saved a few handfuls of the 
precious black dust from the carrack's hold, and at 
one time had counted upon using that to fire half-a- 
dozen lusty broadsides ; but every grain of it was 
blown away to smoke by the Old' Man before ever 
the Scourgie dropped down harbour. 

He had, as I have said, been for some time 
engaged in constructing a mysterious engine, whose 
form and purpose were known to himself alone. 
Its site was amongst some rocks on the spit at the 
harbour's mouth, but none of us had seen it; for 
since the Old Man had promised to launch his 
deadliest curse at the head of anyone who pried 
into his secret, we all kept widely aloo£ 

Still, we were not a little curious ; and madman 
though he was, we trusted him. Consequently 
when it was reported that a large ship flying the 
Spanish flag was making dead for the moutiii of the 
harbour, our first thought was that we were trapped, 
and our second that the Old Man would save us. 

He had boasted that his infernal machine would 
cope single-handed with the proudest ship in the 
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Spanish navy ; and if he failed us now, after having 
taken possession of all our small store of powder, 
then the Spaniard might moor in the harbour and 
batter our new vessel to noggin-staves at his leisure, 
and we could not hope to prevent him. We had 
not a stitch of canvas bent to the spars, not a sweep 
fitted to the row-posts. The boat would hold only 
twelve men, but as a forlorn hope we had it manned 
and ready behind the shelter of Carrack Rock, near 
which the fair-way ran. In it were crammed those 
of us who could not swim. The rest were to take 
to the water sword in teeth. And each was to 
board the invader as best he could. 

A desperate enterprise surely, but it was the time 
for desperate enterprises, for if the newcomers were 
to land and release their countrymen from the cave, 
neither strategy nor force could save us. It must 
be a fight to the death, and truth to tell, there was 
not one of us who had not rather have died than 
trust again to mercy from a Spaniard. 
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CHAPTER XX 

" NO OINTMENT LIKE SPANISH BLOOD " 

ON came the majestic Spaniard, boiving gravely 
and proudly over the rolling seas. She was 
close-hauled on the starboard track, and her bellying 
courses and topsails strained heavily on the sheets. 
Standard, pennant, and banner hung from trucks 
and poop-staff, and the painted taffety as it fluttered 
out to leeward was more suggestive of gala day 
revels than of fighting. But to-day her guns were 
not loaded with blank saluting charges. 

When she drew nearer she hauled up her courses 
in their brails, stowed her mizzen and spritsails, and 
came running in under her two topsails only, and we 
could see for ourselves how heavy was the metal and 
how numerous was the crew she carried. The ports 
were triced up, and through them gaped ugly 
)rawning gun muzzles. 

The gunners were at their posts ; the blue smoke 
from the linstocks rose lazily from the waist until 
the breeze caught it and hurried it to leeward ; and 
ever and again the sun would glint from a shining 
pike head or sword blade. Few men were visible, 
and those, as their hoarse sea-hauling cries indicated, 
were merely sailors. But though we could not see 
them, we could guess what a mass of armed men 

"5 
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seethed within the lofty walls of that floating 
fortress. 

To attempt the capture of such a stronghold by 
simple escalade, without ladders, without hooked 
poles, with nothing but our own strong figures and 
the stimulus of a desperate cause, seemed a forlorn 
hope indeed, and of our little band many a tough 
sea warrior who had grinned death in the face a 
score of times, believed that now at last his time had 
come, and hoped for nothing more than to deal a 
berserk blow or two before the swarming soldiers 
spilled his life with .a sword thrust But not a man 
shrank from the battle. Most of us discarded helmet 
and all else except sword or axe, and at Alec's word 
strode down the rocks and into the water. 

But where was the Old Man and the marvellous 
engine of which he had boasted ? Where was the 
vaunted destruction which he was to d^ out to just 
such a foe as this ? Had he failed us ? Ah, well 1 
' a crazy man is a cracked reed to lean upon, and 
perhaps we were fools to hope that die Old Man 
could save us. 

" Off with the boat, Aerd," cried Alec, cheerily ; 
" and, Jan Pengony, lead your lads to board at the 
waist We otiiers will swim till our clavrs touch 
the beak, and if we once get a hold, I warrant will 
not leave go till we've made this big sea-fowl as 
harmless and succulent a morsel as a well-hung 
hen pheasant Our heads in the water will be small 
marks for their cannon, so they won't waste powder by 
firing their large pieces. All ti^e better for us. There'll 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



"SPANISH BLOOD '^ 217 

be the more to stow in the Scourges powder-room. 
Have at 'em ! England for ever is the cry, and mark 
how that herd of hinds will quail when they hear it" 

And so into the water we slipped, and going 
straight out from the shore, waited with quick- 
beating hearts for the great vessel to come down to us. 

On she drove with steady, cruel power, gashing 
the little wavelets with her beak and crushing them 
contemptuously beneath her apple bows, stately as a 
rock that is stepped in the earth's centre. But of 
the bobbing heads in the water and of the boat 
creeping out through the rocks, she had not as yet 
taken the smallest notice. The suspense was fearful. 

Presently a sentry spied us and gave the word. 
The big ship woke up with a scurry and bustle. The 
trumpeter made his noise, and some arquebusiers 
clapping matches to the priming of their pieces sent 
a few maravedis' worth of lead screaming over the 
heads of the unsoldierlike heretics who were adopting 
^s unrecognised means of attack. They effected 
little, however, beyond satisfying themselves that 
they had obeyed orders. 

But soon a deadly arrow shower commenced from 
behind the bulwarks and from the round-tops, by 
which the water here and there was reddened, and 
the strength of more than one stout fellow tapped. 
The doors of the forward castle opened, and a 
detachment of mail-clad soldiers trooped out to 
guard the beak. 

Armoured men at die top of a high, steep wall 
against naked men in deep water at its foot — there 
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could be small doubt what the issue of such a com- 
bat would be. But» little though we liked it» it was 
a trial from which we dared not shrink ; and so with 
grim determination to do, or perish in the trying, we 
swam with slow steady strokes to meet the Spaniard, 
each man of us looking out eagerly for the best point 
to board. In another half minute we should be facing 
the climb, and making vicious sword-thrusts at die 
axemen who lopped at our limbs from above. Ah, 
well ; it would be a speedy death. 

But as it happened, there was to be no rasping of 
steel against steel just then. 

With a sudden roar, like the bursting of a thunder- 
bolt, a spout of fire darted from the cluster of rocks 
on the outlying spit, and in the midst of it rode a 
huge boulder, bigger than a soldier's sentry box. It 
hustled through the air with a din like the humming 
of millions of ricochetting bullets, and struck the 
Spanish ship just abaft of midships, close to the 
break of the poop. Smith and carpenter never put 
together gear that would have withstood the shock 
of that bolt The solid timbers splintered and broke 
as though they had been maize-husks, and the mighty 
boulder ate its way through fabric and cai^o, and 
fell with a sullen splash into the sea at die other side. 

The waves trembled with the shock, and the 
proud ship reeled to her larboard beam ends, and 
then righted again with such a strain that die 
wounded backbone crunched in two with the effort 
The mainmast and its gear lay floating on the 
water. Guns slid from the lower deck like so many 
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pebbles. The fore round-top leaned aft till it fouled 
the golden flag of Spain flying from the mizzen- 
trudc, and the bowsprit stood once more as it had 
done when, leaved and branched, it sprouted heaven- 
ward from some Castilian sierra in the old world. 

The grim sea-wolves, carrion hunters of the ocean, 
darting up from the caverns of the sea, fixed their 
talons on the shattered wreck, and drew it down 
through the swirling eddies to the dark jungles 
below ; and as each heavily-armoured Spaniard fell 
off into the waves, he was seized by the soft arms 
of a foe more relentless than even the Inquisition- 
seared Englishman, and strangled by a liquid caress 
that knew no refusal. Thus did the sea avenge 
the dishonours with which Spanish slave-galleys had 
tainted her. 

It was all over in a few seconds, and before the 
minute had elapsed, save for here and there a 
morioned head beside a fragment of wreckage, the 
harbour ripples were unflecked by anything stouter 
than their own flowery foam. 

We English, seeing that our work was already 
done, swam ashore directly the shot was fired, and 
now stood in admiring wonder opposite the mouth 
of the great rock cannon which had worked this 
awful havoc The air still bore the choking taint 
of powder smoke, and the gnarled, nude figure of the 
Old Man, crouching there, still holding his lighted 
match in an ecstasy of demoniac joy beside the 
touch-hole of his infernal machine, seemed rather 
that of a fiend than of one bom of mortal mother. 
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'*Ah, ha, hal" he cried ''See what the Old 
Man can do when you heavy dolts leave him for a 
time in peace. See how he repays in part the 
wrongs that Spanish torments have worked upon 
his body. Oh, ho, hoi Tis meat and drink to 
me to have a day like this. Aye, gape at the 
engine; a sweet rustic engine, my masters, is it 
not ? You may find its fellow in the narrow strait 
of Dardanelles, which the Grand Turk holds, that 
neither Venetian galleass nor Genoese galley may 
follow the booty-laden corsair to his pagan lair in 
the Euxine." 

** What, my noble captain, you look black at me ? 
Come, let no sour faces greet the Old Man on his 
triumph day. It was powder you lusted after, 
was it? And my brawny Jack here had an eye 
to the other pickings. Yes, and you too, my hook- 
handed boatswain. When I saw your smooth poll 
and puffing mouth bobbing over the wavelets like 
some old dog seal's, there was greed for gain in that 
solitary eye of yours, shining out as clearly as though 
you carried a placard on your neck with the words 
written in black and white. Not a cruzado, not a 
noggin of powder, scarcely a rope-yam is there left 
for you to seize. But for me — I had radier have 
done this day's work than be at this present moment 
holding the emperor of the Indies to ransom. Oh, 
ho, ho I there's no ointment like Spanish blood. The 
throbbing pain in the Old Man's joints will be easier 
to-mght" 
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CHAPTER XXI 

POWDER AND PEARLS 

AS we had abundance of victuals and water, and 
were in nowise pressed for time, as soon as 
the Scourge was ready for sea, we took her for 
a week's cruise through the desert sea to the north- 
ward of our island. This was the more necessary 
as, except our captain, none of us had more than the 
vaguest notions of fore-and-aft seamanship, and it 
would have been a fool's counsel to think of fighting 
till we had got all hands used to the feel of their 
new ship. 

We were returning from this cruise, well satisfied 
with what we had seen and learned, and were within 
sight of the Temple of the Serpent on Cave Island, 
when Alec called a general council. 

The question he put to us was — ^what to do 
next 

There was no lack of sug^^estions. One proposed 
that we should cruise along the main straight away; 
another thought we had better run into harbour 
again, and lying snug there, plant a look-out on the 
mountain, who should give us word when a suitable 
quarry hove in sight One man added this bit of 
advice and anodier that But when each man Who 
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had anjrthing to say said it, and there were almost 
as many plans afloat as there were men ; Willie 
Trehalion, who had been standing straddle-l^^ed 
by the bittade, and rubbing his skin cap fore and 
aft across his bald pate — as he always did when his 
thinking machinery was at work — took a step forward 
and put in his word. 

"* There's an island hereabouts," he said, ^' lying 
some fifteen leagues s'uth'ard an' west'ard, that 
should yield some good pickings to them as goes 
adventurin' on it" 

" An island with pickings ! " said Job Trehalion. 
" Then there's Spaniards on it too, uncle." 

Willie took no notice of him. '* Margherita's the 
name of it," he went on. "* Some o' ye may ha' 
heard of it, but all o' ye may not know that the 
Spaniards has got three towns planted there to look 
after the pearl fisheries. Now pearls bain't gould. 
But pearls is what the Queen's own Majesty wears 
sewed about her gown, and so it bain't for die likes 
of us to turn up our noses at em'. Besides, there's 
Spaniards there to collect 'em from the pagans as 
brings up the pearl-oysters from the sea-floor, an' 
where there's Spaniards you can lay jrour teeth on't 
there's powder as well.** 

"And you suggest, Willie?" 
" That we harry a town on Margherita." 
Job chuckled. ''A whole town would make a 
big mouthful," said he. *' Happen it might squirm 
about when we was tryin' to swallow it, an' choke 
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** Always a fool, Job," replied his ancle, sourly, 
** an' but one p^ removed from a naturaL But I 
never thought to call nephew of mine lily-livered" 

The big dark scar which seamed Job's face flashed 
out and grew purple, and he stepped forward with 
hands clenched and lips mumbling. And no wonder, 
for, as everyone knew, there was not a braver man on 
board. 

Willie did not move a muscle. 

"Stop!" cried Alec, sharply. "I allow no 
quarrelling on board the Scourge. ]citis objection 
is a reasonable one, and deserves a reasonable 
answer. There's nothing of the coward about him ; 
and, Willie Trehalion, every man on the Scourge 
will tell you so. He has faced death at your side 
and at mine many a time, as I ought not to have to 
remind you. But enough of this. What is the size 
of these Spanish towns you speak of, and how do 
they lie?" 

" There's Pampatas at the east-sou'-east," replied 
Willie Trehalion, gruffly, " and there's El Pueblo de 
la Mar a league to leeward o' that, an' there's £1 
Pueblo del Norte on the north side." 

" And their strength ? " 

" I don't know, nor their size either. But the/re 
not so big as London, nor Bristol, nor Whitby itself 
mebbe." 

" Which of them would suit our purpose best ? " 

" Pueblo del Norte." 

" Because ? " 

" Because if s nighest, Cap'n Ireland." 
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** Could you pilot us there ? " 

** Yes, cap'n, with a couple o' careful hands at the 
lead. I see'd the place marked on one o' they 
rubbishy Spaniards' charts ; but the lubbers hadn't 
marked down the fairways into the harbour. The 
bland is steep-to, an' rocky on the sea face, though, 
so there should be water enough." 

" We'll try," said Alec. " So we'll 'bout ship now, 
boatswain, and shape a course for the Island of 
Margherita ! " And then in a lower tone. " Mind, 
Willie, I don't want you to sail the Scourge into 
any harbour which masked batteries and unknown 
currents may turn into a death-trap for her. Bring 
her a short sea-mile off the town and then lay-to. 
We can do the rest in the boats. If this wind holds 
we should, with luck, be within hail of El Pueblo del 
Norte when its doughty townsfolk have their shoes 
off and their nightcaps on." 

And bidding all except the watch turn in, so as 
to come up fresh when work was on hand. Alec and 
I went below. 

" You are doing this against your own judgment, 
Alec," said I. 

" Yes ; not because I fear to fiul, but because 
street fighting may cost us a life or two. And, 
heaven knows, we haven't a man to spare." 

" But the pearls, old lad." 

" Aye, Jack ! The pearls I " he answered, bitterly. 
** They fired you up as they did the men forward. 
Not one of you cares how many of his fellows fall so 
long as his own chest bursts with treasure. And 
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once the hatches cover what you think enough^ 
therell be a common cry, I warrant, for the eastward 
cruise. Eh, Jack ? " 

*' Grammercy, Alec ! You'd not stay holding on 
and off this sweltering coast longer than we have to, 
would you ? " 

"Yes," he cried, fiercely; "Td stay till we'd 
driven every Spaniard back to the devil who 
spawned him. I'd stay till we'd given the country 
back to the Indian it was stolen from, or till we'd 
peopled it with honest English hearts. And, mark 
me, Jack, that's what it will come to. Our people 
at home are increasing every day, and the island 
that holds them isn't Look at London; look at 
Bristol. They're big, overgrown cities even now, 
and they're still growing. Where, think you, must 
the overflow drift to ? I'll tell you. When bread 
begins to fail them, as it soon will, and the little 
ones b^in to cry to their fathers for food, they will 
pour out to the West here. Raleigh and his friends 
planted a faint-hearted crew in a more northern land, 
so I have heard, among savages and snowstorms 
and barren rocks ; and, as might have been expected, 
those that did not die came back wailing over dieir 
miseries and cursing the men who had led them 
away from England. But here, I tell jrou, it is 
different The Tierra Firme bristles with Spanish 
towns. There are Cumana, Barcelona, La Guayra, 
Caraccas, Valencia, Cartlu^ena, and all diose in 
Mexico besides. And in every one of them the 
cursed Inquisition of Spain tortures and bums 
P 
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unhindered, and makes the very gardens of God's 
earth into foul blaspheming hells. I ask you, what 
nobler aim could a man have in life than to wrest 
this fair land from these cowled and mitred demons, 
and to bring it instead under the sway of Elizabeth 
of England ? 

**Jack Topp," he went on, flushing deeply, and 
gripping my arm till I fairly winced, "* I swear to you 
that if I get back home from this voyage with 
sound skin and sufficient booty for the purpose, 
I will get a charter and fit out an armada — at 
my own costs, if no one else will join me — and 111 
sail for the Main here, and take every town as I 
pass along. The West is the treasury of Spain, 
and if her power be once broken out here in the 
New World, there's little doubt as to who will be 
Queen of the Seas over yonder in the Old." 

He broke off suddenly and went to his bunk, and 
I turned away to mine. For, truth to tell, I had 
little heart to argue with one who was as eager for 
profitless battle as any paladin of the Crusades, with 
never an eye for the plunder which should follow a 
good fight Many a hard blow have I taken and 
given, but it is a sport I care little for, unless behind 
it there is that which will pay for the broken heads 
and damaged limbs. And to give credit where it is 
due, no man can say that John Topp was ever 
backward in a fight against those who were defending 
goods or treasure. But be that as it may. 

The sun was balancing over the western water- 
line when I came on deck again, and the cliffs of 
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Margherita were showing in a low dark line, fine on 
the lee bow. 

Willie Trehalion was steering with his one brawny 
hand on the tiller, and the tiller-rope cast on to his 
hook with a couple of half-hitches. His one eye 
took an occasional squint aloft and then roved once 
more along the land ahead. The vessel was 
rising it rapidly, chaining the short seas with her 
sharp stem, and riding over them dry-decked like 
the beauty she was. Our Scourge was a craft of 
which every man of her crew might well be proud. 
There were none of those dull swishing thuds of green 
wave against round apple bow, which cause a ship 
to stop and shudder, as though cringing under a 
blow. The motion was gliding, oily, and pleasant 
And the pace was so great that we deemed it 
advisable to stow the foresail and hoist the main- 
tack, lest if we allowed ourselves to come into sight 
in the day time, the dons of Margherita should 
suspect our intent and make ready an uncomfortably 
warm reception for us. We could not afford to risk, 
by such a piece of carelessness, the loss of our dainty 
racer. 

Night fell ; dark, moonless, starless, but without 
rain or haze ; just such a night as our purpose asked 
for. All hands were on deck, eager and expectant, 
for word had been passed that £1 Pueblo dd Norte 
was close under our lee. 

Now there is, and has been from time immemorial, 
a custom amongst fighting men to put on dieir best 
clothes to do battle in. The sea dandy of the 
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queen's ships would turn out in all the braveiy 
of puffed and bolstered hose and trunks, and with 
a starched ruff*-circle as big as a puncheon-head 
cumbering his chest But we wore our best and 
worst clothes every day ; in fact, had no more than 
one suit apiece, and that a skimpy one. We could 
not, therefore, honour the conflict by much change of 
apparel. True, there was Spanish body armour in 
plenty if we had cared to put it on ; but body armour 
has never found much favour with English sailors, 
and moreover it was monstrous heavy and uncom- 
fortable. So with the exception of a metal helmet 
apiece, which Alec insisted that each of us should 
wear, we prepared to go into battle protected only 
by our own quick sword-play and the supple strength 
of our iron muscles. 

And when the Scourge was hove to, and the boats 
dipped into the water, there scrambled into them 
surely the most ragged, tattered, and unkempt crew 
that had ever set out to capture a town. Most of 
us lacked shoes and hose, some of us wanted even a 
shirt, but — though a scarecrow would not have taken 
our clothes at a gift — every man was armed to the 
teeth with jewel-hilted sword and dag^rs, and our 
hopes told us that we were like soon to have other 
gear to match the quality of our side arms. 

Silently and slowly the boats crept on towards 
the town. We had crammed every man of our crew 
into them, with the exception of the Old Man, who 
was left in charge of the Scourge. We were not 
pressed for time, as the dons would hardly be in 
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their first sleep yet So we paddled easily, keeping 
a keen lookout and cursing in a whisper the man 
who allowed his oar blade to raise the slightest 
splash. I tell you, to some of us the effort of that 
strained silence was harder work than it would have 
been to raise a hearty cheer and race to the landing 
through a hail of Spanish bullets. , 

Once, Alec's boat got on a ledge of rocks, and her 
crew had to climb overboard and lift her into deep 
water, and once mine had to be eased over a shoal. 
But no damage was done to either of them, and the 
quietness with which we worked prevented any tell- 
tale sound from reaching the shore. 

Foot by foot we crept on, feeling our way by 
instinct, as it were, through the velvety darkness. 
Not a light showed from the sleeping town, and but 
for the loom of the high rocks on the harbour's 
sides, we could hardly tell sea from land. Sheltered 
from the wind, the water had become as smooth as 
an untarnished mirror, and in spite of all the caution 
with which we dipped and raised the oars, a splash 
every now and then could not be avoided. And 
over such a surface sound travels far in the quiet of 
night. 

Presently the voices of two men talking came to 
us across tiie water, and after a minute or so one of 
them challanged. 

"Who goes there?" 

" Amigos, EspaHoUs" replied Willie Trehalion. 

"Mother of God, those accursed English!" ex- 
claimed the man on shore, and fired his pistoL We 
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smothered a laugh at the pcxnness of our boatswain's 
Spanish, and as further caution was now useless bent 
to our oars with a will 

" There's a fort of some sort here," shouted Alec, 
^between me and the shore. Follow in quickly 
before they can bring their guns to bear." 

Hardly had the words left his lips when there 
was a flash and a roar, and a dose of lead took the 
tips from our starboard oars. 

" Very prettily aimed ! " muttered Jan Pengony, 
who as gunner must needs express his opinion ; 
** the next may be closer. A demi-culverin, too, by 
the ring o't Jump her along, lads, and let's be 
after the cap'n afore he's stormed the place by his- 
self. Hooray for Cap'n Ireland and the Scourge*^ 

And so lustily did our fellows lay their backs to 
the work, that before another thirty seconds had 
passed, the boat sprang almost high and dry on the 
shore, and the next shot from the demi-culverin 
whistled safely over our heads. 

" Now, lads," I shouted, " up we go, and at 'em 
axe and hanger I But mind not to fall foul of our 
own men, for the night's as dark as the pit Stay a 
moment ! There's the captain clamouring for admit- 
tance on the right yonder ! We'll try if we can't 
scramble in at the sea face." 

So saying, I turned and cut across the rocks to 
the left, with the men after me, helter-skelter. The 
fools of Spaniards were still blazing away with 
cannon and arquebus overhead, showing us what a 
state of confusion they were in ; and till 1 had 
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actually squeezed my big carcase in through an 
embrasure no one offered to stop me. And after 
that, though many had the will, none had the power 
to cut me down. 

Breech to breech with the very demi-culverin that 
had first been fired at us, I held the ground till the 
others picked their way through the darkness and 
clambered up. Then, yelling to tell Alec our 
whereabouts, we charged together, driving the dons 
before us with a tempest of hacks and hews that, 
dazed and half awake as they were, they had no 
stomach to stand against ; and finally pinned a big 
crowd of them against a comer of the palisading. 

But in spite of the success of our first charge, we 
were very nearly overpowered ; for others kept 
flocking out of the barrack as the din waked them 
from their sleep, and, taking us between two fires, 
were likely to have made a small mouthful of us by 
sheer weight of numbers. Rapidly falling into a 
small hollow square, we fought for awhile for our 
very lives, with a grinning circle of yellow Spanbh 
teeth ravening at us on every side. 

Then suddenly there was a cry of alarm from the 
great fort, and about half of our assailants ran off 
to defend that point The hearty English cheer 
with which they were received told us that Alec 
and his lads had got in at last 

This was the turning point A few more Spanish 
heads were broken before we succeeded in joining 
our two bands ; but when that was once effected the 
combat was of short duration ; for shouting, after 
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our usual custom, that we'd slaughter every soul 
unless they threw down their arms at once, we 
rushed them all into two opposite comers, and held 
them so till every weapon was out of their hands. 

" Jack, take a couple of men with you, and go and 
examine the barrack," cried Alec. 

I did as he bade me, and returned presently to 
report that there was a lai^e room in which we 
could hold the prisoners safe in the meantime. We 
gaoled them all safely therefore, with the exception 
of the commandant, in their own quarters, and, 
after setting guards at the door, cast about what 
was to be done next 

Alec questioned the commandant 

** How many men have you here ? " 

"Some hundred and eighty, Senor, and had I 
known how small your handful was I would never 
have surrendered to you. However, in the town " 

** I have no time for parleying, Senor Comman- 
dant," said Alec shortly, ''and if your townsfolk 
annoy us TU batter the place down about their ears. 
But give me what I want and I promise that my 
^vantage shall not be pressed further. I must have 
powder and pearls ; your whole stock of each." 

"Your request is a modest one, Senor English- 
man. You ask for all we have got I " 

" And, asking, intend to have. Recognise, Senor, 
that might is right just now, and so save further 
bloodshed." 

The Spaniard shrugged his shoulders. " The 
powder I cannot prevent you from taking," said 
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he. "You will find it, or at any rate the greater 
part of it, in the ms^^ine underneath the penthouse 
there. But the pearls, fortunately, are out of my 
keeping. They are stored in the Treasury, and 
that lies in the very heart of the town." 

" Very well, Senor, to the heart of the town I go 
for them, and with you as my guide." 

*' Senor Captain," said the commandant, indig- 
nantly, " consider my rank I " 

• "That is precisely what I am doing," replied 
Alec, drily enough. "You enjoy at present the 
rank of prisoner to Alexander Ireland, who will 
hold your body responsible for any ambush your 
tongue may lead him into." 

" And now lads," he continued, turning away from 
the Spaniard, " there's dawn b^inning to show over 
the hill, and so the less time we waste the better. 
Carry the powder down to the boats, and when it's 
safely stowed, tell the boat-keepers to shove off a 
couple of oars' lengths from the shore. Armourer, 
spike all those culverins but one, break the pans 
and stocks from the arquebuses, and cut the 
crossbow strings. Willie Trehalion, I leave you 
here with four men to guard the barrack door. 
Slew that culverin round, and fire mumchance into 
the brown of them if they get restive ; and if that 
does not silence them, post your men on either side 
of the door, and baptise with your axes all those 
who try to come out You understand ? " 

" Aye, aye, sir," replied the boatswain, grimly. 

" The rest of you, form fours, and follow me as 
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hard as you can nin. Senor G>mmaiulant — after 
you 1 And, Senor, no attempts at escape, if you 
value your life. Tm fleet of foot, and my sword- 
blade will split you in the back at the least sign of 
treachery/' 

Out we went at a good, smart trot — the don, in 
his shirt, leading — and speeding along a muddy, 
well-used path, bore towards the town. It was not 
a very large place, so far as we could see, and there 
were no defences, as the fort above, could from its 
position have sunk any vessel that attempted to 
enter the upper harbour. But the inhabitants had 
been thoroughly aroused by the firing, and now 
flocked out of every alley, armed and resolute, to 
defend their houses. A spattering fire greeted our 
approach, but it touched no one, and only changed 
the more orderly advance into a mere race for 
precedence. 

Alec was amongst the first knot, when I was 
puffing and blowing full twenty fathoms astern ; and 
his rashness very nearly led him into trouble, for 
one big fellow leaped on him from behind, and had 
him on the ground before he could shake off the 
embrace. However, Job Trehalion's lean, long 1^^ 
brought him on to the scene in time, and Alec's 
d^tor rolled over with a head split to the chin. 

By the time our captain had got on his l^s again 
the rest of us had come up, and together we drove 
the townsfolk down their street in a body, shouting 
that we'd fire the houses if they made us halt The 
Spanish commandant had contrived to bolt when 
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Alec's hands were full during the first milie, and so 
we pushed on without a guide, trusting that instinct 
would lead us to where the pearls were stored. For, 
in truth, some of us had keen noses for plunder. 

As it turned out, we made two false searches, 
taking the trouble to overhaul a couple of stone 
buildings which were only food stores and dwelling- 
places. Indeed we were very nearly done out of 
the booty altogether, for the Spaniards made a clever 
and desperate attempt to carry off the pearls to a 
safer spot. 

In the event, however, this effort of theirs gave us 
the very information we needed We spied a knot 
of fellows laden with leather pouches, trying to slink 
away in the confusion, and, knowing that at a 
critical moment no man troubles himself with 
burdens unless they are of unusual value, we made 
after them. 

On being pursued they dropped their loads, which 
we promptly gathered up, every man slinging two of 
the pouches to his belt ; and then, going to the 
building from which we had seen the fellows come, 
we broke down the door and fought our way in. 

There was a strong defence, but it was carried at 
some cost — to the defenders — and we helped our- 
selves to another score of the leather bags, and came 
out again. The fight was waxing furious outside, 
and reinforcements were coming up every minute. 

" We must get out of this," cried Alec, as a furious 
rush drove us back against the wall of the treasure- 
houses. " Hack and thrust, lads ; clear a space and 
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form fours again. Drop the pearls if they're too 
heavy to hold. We must reach the fort and relieve 
the boatswain." 

" The soldiers is got out," bawled a voice. " It's 
them that's at us now." 

" There's the commandant ! 'Ware sword behind, 
Master Topp ! " 

''Down the street to the right, lads," sung out 
Alec, "and make for the shore. The boats are 
coming to meet us." 

"Ay, an' uncle's in 'em," added Job Trehalion 
with a chuckle. " They Spaniards in the barrack 's 
been too many for him." 

When they saw our object the Spaniards, led on 
by their commandant, pressed us harder and harder, 
and encumbered as most of us were by the leather 
bags — for the men held grimly on to their precious 
pearls — we were very nearly overcome. But the 
narrowness of the street was in our favour, and with 
Alec and Jan Fengony and myself covering the 
retreat, we got slowly down to the beach. Even 
then our work was not over, for the boats, having 
had to make a long circuit to avoid a reef, were still 
a considerable distance away, and the Spaniards, 
no longer fearing to hit friends, opened a galling 
arquebus fire. 

Alec, however, was equal to the occasion. Call- 
ing upon us to drop the pearl bags by the water's 
edge and follow him, he dashed back against the 
assailants with the whole crew of us at his heels, and 
before they quite knew what had happened, we had 
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taken prisoners the commandant and three of the 
other leaders, as well as about a dozen of the rabble. 
These formed a breastwork which sheltered us com- 
pletely from their friends' fire, and so no further 
attack was made until the boats came round. 

There were some symptoms of a final rush, as, 
after heaving the precious pouches on to the floor- 
boards, we prepared to embark ourselves; but at 
the first forward movement we swore that we would 
slit the throats of our prisoners if we were molested. 

The threat was enough ; they let us slip off in 
peace; and as soon as we were out of gun and 
bow-shot, we tipped our hostages into the water and 
let them swim back unmolested. 

Without further incident the boats rowed down 
the harbour and steered up alongside the Scourge^ 
which had drifted in on the current, and was lying 
scarcely a quarter of a mile off the land. We got 
under weigh at once, and congratulated ourselves on 
our good luck. 

Powder for our cannon, and pearls for our purses 
— it was a good night's work. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

PATRIOTISM IS ELBOWED ASIDE BY PLUNDER 

^ T X 7ELL, boatswain/' said Alec, when the fore- 
VV staysail sheet had been let draw and we 
were once more comfortably under weigh, '* tell us 
how it was you let those Spaniards escape from the 
barrack." 

^ Sneakin' hounds ! " growled Willie, who was not 
over well-pleased with himselC ** They put shame 
on an honest seaman. You'd hardly left the build- 
ing when the dirty scoundrels came helter-skelter at 
us, all fully armed, forcing us to fire the culverin, and 
then to fight for dear life. Where they got the arms 
from the Lord only knows, an' I hadn't time to find 
out An' whilst one party o' the skunks was keep- 
ing us going in front, another was grubbing away at 
the wall in the rear, so that before we rightly knew 
what the trouble was, they'd made a hole, an' most of 
them was through it and after you. An' then, cap'n, 
ynhen the birds was flown, what could a four like us 
do ? We'd cut down a baker's dozen of them, but 
we wasn't able to run after and bring back the rest 
So, judging that the/d make for the town, we nailed 
up the touch-hole of that last culverin, an' then 
slipping down to the boats, rowed off to the lower 
beach to meet you." 
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'' And well you did so/' replied Alec, ** for we have 
got off with none killed, which at one time I little 
thought we would do." 

"None killed," I added, "but several scratched 
pretty deep and three badly wounded Geoige has 
got a crack on the sconce which I fear will stop his 
fighting for ever. His helmet was slit through, as 
though it had been a paper fool's-cap." 

"Don't you bother about Garge, Master Topp," 
sang out Jan Pengony from the forescuttle. " Gai^e's 
skull's like a bullock's. Now that the Old Man's 
pulled the broken sword-blade out on't, an' sewed 
up the slit, Garge is cursing away as amiable as 
ever he did." 

" Is the Old Man sui^eoning, then ? " 

" Aye, an' lacking a better we might have a worse. 
He's just chopped off Tinker Tom's leg at the knee- 
joint, an' seared up the stump as neat as can be. An' 
Tom, he never uttered a groan nor a grunt the 
whole time, an' there he is now a-clamouring to have 
his 1^ salted down to take home with him for a 
keepsake. I'm thinking the Old Man hain't no bad 
surgeon." 

And so it proved, for, with the exception of the 
loss of Tinker Tom's 1^, every man of the crew was 
as sound iten days after the fight as he had been 
when the Scourges powder-room was empty. The 
taking of this store of powder and pearls at El 
Pueblo del Norte was in every way a lucky stroke, 
for, besides giving us the means for future battles, it 
put all hands in conceit with their captain and their 
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craft. Moreover, it was something prosperous to look 
back upon during the profitless time that followed. 

After clearing the reefs of the harbour, we ran 
round to patrol the well-used highway at the back 
of the island, lying behind the rocky shelter of 
Coche, which is separated from Margherita by a 
strait two leagues in width, and darting out when 
a quarry appeared. Six times in six weeks we 
were engaged, but the prey was after Alec's heart, not 
mine. We grievously annoyed the subjects of that 
most Catholic king his Majesty of Spain ; but all 
that we rifled from their pockets would not have 
melted down into a deep-sea lead. 

The explanation is simple. Each craft we brought 
to and overhauled was westward bound, carrying a 
packed cai^o of lank, lean dons from the Old World 
to fill their pauper pockets from the wealth of the 
New. Quite one half of each barque's sallow com- 
pany was rotten with scurvy, a result of the long 
passage out ; and as sick men who have no wealth 
but the ragged clothes on their backs to defend will 
not fight desperately for the fortunes they have yet 
to gain, none of these encounters cost one drop of 
English blood. Indeed, five ships out of the six 
hove-to at the first shot and surrendered without 
further resistance. 

Now, though I know that it goes against an 
English seaman's grain to resort to extreme measures 
in cold blood, still Prudence is a jade that needs 
attention as well as the more highly-mettled steed 
Chivalry ; and so I, and almost all the Scourges 
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crew with me, saw fit to expostulate with our captain 
on his treatment of the prisoners. Their vessels, 
as he had no use for them, he scuttled, but their 
bodies he consigned to the boats, and allowed them 
to make for the shore unmolested. Nor would he 
allow a hair of one of them to be injured. 

It was in vain that we warned him that some, 
escaping fevers and hunger, wild beasts and heathen, 
must make their way to the Spanish settlements, and 
giving news of our cruising ground either bring the 
hawks down upon us or, what was just as bad, prevent 
the herons from crossing our flight It was equally in 
vain that we showed him how every Spaniard allowed 
to go free — ^for that nation knows not gratitude — 
meant one more pair of hands s^ainst us or our 
countrymen at some future day. * He would listen 
to nothing. His duty, he said, was to war against 
Spain. His conscience was satisfied that by destroy- 
ing her shipping he wounded her mortally, but his 
conscience would never consent to killing men other 
than in fair fight 

On deck I was loyal to my captain, as was my 
duty, but in the cabin I spoke my thoughts freely, 
as was a sworn shipmate's privil^e. 

" The crew is getting surly," I told him one day, 
** with this long-continued ill-success, and it will take 
little to make their muffled grumblings break out 
into open mutiny." 

" What will they have ? " he answered, impatiently. 
** But sailors are the same all the world over. I 
make not the slightest doubt that Shem, Ham, and 
Q 
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Japhet growled among themselves on deck whenever 
** Captain " Noah was in his state cabin« But let our 
lads say what they want, and I am ready to listen. 
It is not as if they were hired for a set trading 
voyage to a certain port and back again, with 
thumb-marks and crosses duly set against an 
agreement, and bounty-money pocketed and guzzled 
before the anchor was tripped. I am their captain 
only by election, and hence to a certain degree 
their servant" 

" How if they depose you ? " 
" Then I shall serve under the new captain. Who 
is it to be? Yourself?" 

** You know me better than to think that," said I, 
warmly. 

** Yes, Jack, I do. But who else is there ? " 
« WilUe Trehalion." 

" Willie Trehalion would never take the cross- 
staff from my hands. Besides, he doesn't know 
how to use it. But what about the Old Man ? He 
has the ear of many of the crew, and from what I 
hear was a shipmaster before he fell into the hands 
of the Inquisition." 

" I can well believe that," said I. •* It was only 
the other day he took the cross-staff in those twisted 
fingers of his, shot the sun, ciphered out his reckon- 
ing on the slate, and turning round, ' Oh, ho, ho I 
Master Topp,' he chuckled, ' he's a lubberly navigator 
tfi^o cannot find his position to a matter of three 
minutes.' And then when I had gone over the 
work afresh and found that he seemed to be right, 
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' Ah, ha, ha 1 Master Topp, yoxx^re a better scholar 
with cudgel than with pencil. More weight in the 
forearm than in the head, eh? Stick to the sea 
long enough, and youll blunder a stout ship ashore 
yet before you're hanged.' And he would have 
added more in the same strain but I didn't wait 
to hear it" 

** Ah," laughed Alec, " the Old Man's infirmities 
protect his skin from the trouncing of John Topp's 
fist, and the Old Man's wit is too sharp-pointed to 
take a trouncing from John Topp's tongue." 

^ Maybe," said I, sulkily, " but I have no fancy to 
be taught by a daft man." 

"Why not, if he knows something which you 
don't? Put your pride in the powder-room, Jack, 
along with the other touchy explosives, and re- 
member that every man on this earth has something 
to teach. At least, so I have found. The mummer 
chap from Stratford says that there are sermons in 
stocks and stones, and good in everything." 

''Where's the good in a Spaniard?" I asked 
slyly. 

"* To till land and build towns for her Majesty's 
li^es sometime to occupy, and for the present to 
gather gold for you to plunder." 

"Right!" said I. "Then let us set about the 
plundering. I tell you this profitless cruise must 
cease, or therell be powder burning within the walls 
of the fortress. The men's sulks will come to a 
head shortly, if you don't give them a sop to their 
graed." 
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Alexander Ireland got up and paced the cabin, 
plucking at his short red beard in irritation. 

"The devil seize you all for a set of unhung 
robbers I " he cried passionately. '' Not one of you 
has a spark of true patriotism in him. From this 
spot I have destroyed vessel after vessel of the 
enemy, and without losing a single man. And 
why? Because their crews have nothing to fight 
for. But intercept a rich plate ship, and in one 
fight we may lose half our ship's company ; and 
then it will be ' Hurrah 1 for England, whilst yet the 
Scourge has men enough to sail her there.' Well, 
so be it I As my hounds will not hunt dry-scented 
any longer, I must flesh them." 

" You speak confidently," [said I, half scared at 
his vehemence, " as though you could point out the 
course of a fat prize without further search." 

*' And so I can," he answered quietly, and unrolling 
a chart of the Main, skewered it on to tiie table. '' See 
here I The vessels coming empty from the east touch 
no land before reaching here, and so make for this strait 
in happy ignorance of our presence. Not so those 
that are full of treasure and homeward bound. Every 
port on the coast has been advertised of the pesti- 
lential Englishman's whereabouts, so they steer a point 
or two to the northward of the r^^lar course, and 
pass by the other side of Maigherita, near that same El 
Pueblo del Norte which we harried three months ago. 
Now, if we creep round the eastern end of the island, 
I warrant we'll be within gun-shot of some hulking 
gold-waggon before we're a couple of Sundays older." 
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** Then," said I, *" in the name of all thaf s sen- 
sible, do it I" 

The captain laughed shortly. " No, I'll leave the 
matter in your hands. Jack. If you and the other 
rascals are so greedy for gold, you can put the 
Scourge about whenever you please. And I — 111 
fight her for you down to the last plank when the 
time comes." 

Without another word I sprang up the ladder. 

The men were idling about the hot decks in 
surly knots of threes and fours; but the news 
brightened up their sullen faces as rain does a 
parched prairie. They jumped to their stations like 
a parcel of holiday schoolboys. Up went the stowed 
foresail ; the headsails sprang aloft like larks ; and, 
driven by eager arms, the windlass heaved us up to 
the stream anchor at which we were riding. 

'' Flatten in the starboard jib-sheet there, and cant 
her head off. Handsomely, now I There she comes 
round, the beauty I Forrad there ; let draw and sheet 
home. Now, helmsman, set her head N.N.E. and by 
N., and keep her so till we are clear of the island." 

A good whole-sail breeze was coming from the 
E. by S., which tempered the sun's brazen rays to a 
pleasant warmth, and sent us sweeping along through 
the smooth Caribbean Sea on one of our best points 
of sailing ; the hands were in high good humour at the 
thought of a jfull-fleshed prize ; a cask of rich Alicante 
had been brought on deck and broached ; and thus 
with most cheerful augury we began our new quest 

Patriotism might wait ; it was Plunder's turn now. 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

THE PLATE SHIP 

AS long as we were within sight of Margherita 
we held on as though making for some of the 
Windward group ; for we knew that there would be 
watchers on the cliffs, to say nothing of the pearl 
fishers in their canoes, who would at once spread 
the news of our neighbourhood, and so spoil our 
chance of making a capture, unless we could msLnzgp 
to baffle them. But when the highest peaks of the 
islands were just visible as dots on the horizon from 
our mastheads, we hauled our wind and b^^ making 
short boards under easy canvas to north and south 
alternately. By this means we kept our position, 
as far as possible, unchanged, just out of sight of 
Mai^herita, and trusted that the gold-hunger of our 
lookout would let nothing of value escape us on the 
road to Spain. 

For fifteen long days did we patrol the seas on 
narrow sentry-go without sighting a sail. On one 
night a mermaiden was reported by Job Trehalion, 
as having sung to him as he hung over the tiller ; 
and he told us, with a shamefaced chuckle, that it 
must have been the comeliness of his features which 
attracted her. Another afternoon we hauled a 
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monster ^hark aboard and ate him , with the greater 
relish when we remembered that he would doubtless 
have done the same by us had the tables been 
turned. 

On the fifteenth night we watched, with no little 
uneasiness, a pale flickering flame passing along the 
waters in coiling curves some two leagues ofT towards 
the N.N.W. The knowing ones said it was the 
breath of the great sea serpent prowling in search 
of prey, and would have tried to scare it away with 
a shot from our big gun, had not Alec flatly for- 
bidden it. Now, though at the time I thought this 
veto of his ill-judged and foolhardy, as tending to 
make the men careless in g^uarding against the 
common dangers of the deep, yet, as the issue showed, 
it was the luckiest thing for us that the men did not 
have their way, for, had the noise of firing gone abroad 
just then, the reward of our patient search would have 
slipped away ere we could pluck it, and we should 
never have known the rich prize we had lost 

Scarcely had the last flicker of the sea serpent's 
trail died into the night, when Job Trehalion, 
who, as the keenest-sighted man on board, was 
jockeying the fore cross-tree, hailed that another 
light was shming out now. 

"What kind of light?" cried Alec. 

" A clear steady glow, sir, though it bain't bigger 
than a pea." 

"Where away?" 

" Down to loo'ard. Square a-beam." 

At the welcome news we slacked out our sheets 
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put the helm up, and ran off before the wind to see 
what manner of company that light promised us. 

When we had run half a league, Job sang out 
that there were three lights now, and that he could 
make out that they were the poop lanterns of a large 
ship hove to end on to us. 

In an instant all was preparation. Our numbers 
were small, but the thirty-two men who assembled, 
without needing a drum to beat them to quarters, 
were tough as whipcord and wiry as game cocks. 
There were no 'prentice hands to hinder matters by 
overwilling scurry and bustle ; nor were there any 
cowards who would duck to flying bullets. Each 
man knew his place and his work and went to it 
Guns were cast loose and loaded, pikes unlashed 
from the booms, axes and small-arms taken from 
their racks, lintstock tubs arranged along the decks, 
the powder-room thrown open and everything cleared 
for action. Yet all this was done with the greatest 
quietness, so that if possible we might creep up 
within range of the enemy undiscovered. 

The night was dark and suited our purpose well 
The Scourge's course was down the wake of the few 
rays of moonlight that crept through the crannied 
clouds ; but the side of her cloths which faced the 
Spaniard was shrouded in heavy shadow. The 
galleon, on the other hand, was plainly visible to 
the eager eyes which peered over our bulwarks. She 
was hove-to— -as is the cautious habit of the dons 
during even the finest night — and her heavy bow 
now threshed down into the swell, and now shot off 
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a cataract of foaming water as the beak rose again 
into the salt-laden air. She was riding very dead, 
and many were the congratulatory rib nudges when 
the men saw how low she lay in the water. 

''An eight hundred ton galleon/' rumbled out 
Willie Trehalion in a growling whisper. "Eight 
hundred ton, never a one less, if my eye ha'n't lost 
its trick o' measuring; an' laden tiiat deeply, her 
waist's 'most flush wi' the wavetops. There'll be 
tidy pickings behind these stout ribs o' hers, very 
tidy pickings." 

" Oh, ho I " chuckled the Old Man softly. " Count- 
ing the moidores and foi^etting the caballeros that 
g^ard them ! Smacking your lips over the tidy 
pickings, like my burly Jack here, whose soul thirsts 
after plunder more than his belly does after drink. 
But, Boatswain Willie and Lieutenant Jack, there's 
going to be a bloody fight first, eh ? " 

^ Ah, ha ! It's a blissfully gruesome time I see 
ahead for the galleon yonder. Sleek sides hacked 
through and through with shot, carvings splintered, 
and gildings blackened ; her pinions plucked, her 
fabric dismantled ; and her scuppers will bleed till 
the sea around glows like an autumn sunset Oh, 
ho 1 Captain Ireland, you're like to choke our good 
friends the sharks with very surfeit, before this world 
is a night and a day older. Think of it ! Scarce 
a shot will leave your guns that does not dull its 
speed on human flesh. That galleon has not spare 
housing room for a fly. She's crammed with men, 
close as peas in a pod. Soldiers and servants. 
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passengers and cooks, mariners and officers, there 
should be nearly six hundred pairs of ears aboard her. 
Saints I what a merry conceit it would be to shred 
off those same ears, and carry 'em home like a 
string of dried figs, as a present to her Most 
Gracious Majesty! What say you, Jack Topp, 
shall we do it?'' 

I was about to make a sharp answer, for the old 
dotard's savagery sickened me, when Alec sternly 
called for silence, for fear that our voices should 
give the alarm. And so I held my tongue, and the 
Old Man subsided into smothered gui^lings. 

Save for the creaking of the gear and the gentle 
splash of the water against the bends, we crept along 
as quietly as a craft full of spectres. But the noises 
inseparable from the working of a vessel, or else the 
smell of danger in the air (which they say a Spaniard 
is specially quick to scent), at length stirred the 
drowsy sentinels to their duty, and presently the 
noise of great confusion came to us over the water. 

On board the Spaniard terror and tremulous pre- 
paration were ever)n¥here. The portholes opened, 
and brass cannon grinned through tiiem and gleamed 
evilly in the moonlight A swarm of battle-lanterns 
flew aloft and perched like fireflies in the rigging. 

An attempt was made to get the galleon under 
weigh, so that she might answer her helm and thus 
be easier to fight But her people were a mere 
disorganised mob, each trying to be useful, but 
entirely without order or discipline ; and so, 
crowded as they were, they succeeded best in get- 
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ting into each other's way. Some flew to the sheets 
and braces, some merely hurried about bawling 
orders and directions to whoever would listen, . and 
some loaded ordnance and small arms with frantic 
haste. 

These last, as soon as the charges were rammed 
home, fired ; bow chaser, stem chaser, and broadside 
pieces were fired as fast as the gunners could load 
them, but as they did not trouble themselves to 
take any special aim, the volleys may perhaps have 
disturbed the fishes, but from us, the enemy, they 
drew not groans but grins. 

There the great galleon lay helpless like some 
wooden island, spitting innocuous fire fix>m every 
point But the little Scourge drew on under perfect 
command and in perfect silence. 

When we were almost aboard of the enemy Alec 
put down his helm, and running across her bows 
poured in a heavy raking fire as each gun bore, and 
then getting before the wind again, came back 
under her stem and repeated the dose from the 
same pieces. Whilst they were still lying helplessly 
head to wind he went about once more, and sending 
his starboard broadside into her poop windows as 
he shot past, ran away to northward and engaged 
at long range. 

Hitherto, save for a few shot holes in the sails, 
a trailing rope or two, and here and there a white 
js^ged splinter, we had suffered nothing. But Alec 
had noted that the don's fire was steadying down 
as discipline b^an to assert itself, and knowing that 
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one well-aimed broadside miist either dismantle or 
sink as, he remembered that in a fight against heavy 
odds brains, and not brute force, should be the 
watchword. So, confident in the powers of his long 
gun, he sheered off to a distance, and b^;an peltii^ 
the Spaniard with single shots as fast as the piece 
could be loaded. 

The don, on his part, after a quarter of an hour's 
furious cannonade, grew tired of firing at a mark 
which was obviously beyond the range of his guns, 
and, setting his sail-trimmers to work, got the galleon 
on the larboard tack. She was headed for Mar- 
gherita, and it was plain to us that she intended to 
run for shelter under the batteries of El Pueblo del 
.Norte. 

Now, such a project by no means suited our ideas, 
and so we redoubled our efforts with the long gun, 
hoping to carry away some spar that would disable 
her. But though Jan Pengony could plump a shot 
into the hull every time he clapped his lintstock to 
the priming, there was not a gunner amongst us able 
to dent either ntast or rigging. And so flattening 
in our sheets once more, we made after her, close- 
hauled, and ranging up to windward tried another 
plan 

By one of Fate's revenges these Spaniards were 
hoist by their own mine. For, on the Old Man's 
advice, we crammed each gun to the muzzle with the 
very 1^-shackles and wrist-cuffs that had chained 
some of us to a galley's bank, and taking the quoins 
fix>m the gun-carriages, let fly a cloud of Inquisi- 
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tonal engines that brought everything down by the 
run about their ears. Fetters were never put to 
finer use. 

A cheer went up as we saw the gallecm, with 
foremast gone below the round top, mainyard cut 
through in the slings, and ri^^^g all in hopeless 
bights, fall head to wind and lie an unmanageable 
hulk on the water. 

But rejoicing came too soon. In answer to Alec's 
summons to surrender, a tall armoured figure sprang 
on the poop, and, hailing us with a menacing gesture, 
swore he'd fight the ship while two planks of her 
held tc^ether. 

The cheer died on our lips. The armoured 
Spaniard was Don Miguel del Cassamoro. 
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BLOOD FOR BOOTY 

* TT ULLO I " cried Alec, somewhat taken aback 
JLJL at this unexpected meeting, ''by all the 
devils in Spain, Don Miguel del Cassamoro in the 
aesh!" 

" As you'll soon find to your cost, heretical sea- 
robber. You've overshot your mark this time, Senor 
Captain Ireland." 

Terhaps so," said Alec unconcernedly. ''But 
pardon my surprise, senor; I hoped you were a 
ghost long s^o. Too wicked to be drowned, 
eh?" 

The Spaniard whipped out a venomous oath and 
yelled to his men to fire again. A heavy broadside 
crashed over our deck, too high, fortunately, to do 
much injury to the low-lying hull, but our long gun 
was dismantled and our bowsprit snapped off short 
just outside the gammoning. 

Then, indeed, for awhile, the battle raged in grim, 
red earnest With the forestay carried away we 
could do nothing but lie head to wind, parallel to 
our antagonist, until a fresh headsail was rigged. 
Had it been blowing fresh we might have had her 
round before the wind, and so run to a distance to 
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refit. But the firing had flattened down the light 
breeze almost to a dead calm, so we had perforce to 
stay where we were. 

In a strait like this we had counted upon being 
able to row the Scourge out of danger, as we had 
already rowed her up alongside a prize in a calm ; 
but now, as fortune would have it, an unlucky 
round-shot entering in at an open port had hit the 
six sweeps as they lay lashed on the deck, and had 
broken eveiy one of them into two. And so, with 
the decks becoming more of a shambles every 
minute, we stood our ground, and fought the 
g^ns like furies ; and though our pieces were out- 
numbered by more than two to one, we hoped 
by serving them twice as quickly to return as good 
or even better than we got Besides, every shot of 
ours found a billet somewhere in the Spaniard's hull, 
while many of his, through the greater elevation of 
his guns, flew harmlessly over the little Scourge. 
Had it been otherwise we could never have hoped 
to keep her afloat 

The calm flattened down still further, till the sea 
became like a lake of oil, motionless save for the 
sullen rolling of the swell, and in some mysterious 
manner — by the arms of the mermen, maybe — the 
two vessels were slowly being drawn together. 

Fortune favoured the Scourge ; the galleon's head 
fell off slightly towards the south, and her broadside 
guns, by reason of the narrowness of their ports, 
could not be brought to bear. We devoted all our 
energies, therefore, to silencing her stem-chasers, to 
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playing havoc amongst her poop lanterns, carved 
stem galleries, and rudder, and to making the after 
part of the vessel a hell too hot for even Spaniards 
to defend. 

Whilst we were still a cable's length from the 
enemy's stem a strange thing happened. A sailor 
ran on to the poop, leaped overboard, and swam as 
though for his life towards us. Spanish shot pitted 
the water round him like thunder drops in a pond, 
but as he held up his hand as if appealing to us for 
assistance, we engs^ed his assailants, and made them 
think rather of their own skins. 

The swimmer meanwhile came up alongside, and 
getting his fingers into the main chains, quickly 
scrambled on board. Though vastly changed by 
the hardships of warfare and captivity, we recognised 
him as Saul Dickory, one of the Bristol Merchants 
crew ; and hot though the fight raged around us, 
we snatched a moment to press the hand of a 
comrade of the old days. 

He had, so he said, been serving in Spanish ships 
ever since his capture at the mountain ravine, 
leading a dog's life while doing two men's work, 
and until now had never seen a chance of escape. 
Further, he had an offer to make us. Give him a 
light line and he'd jump overboard again and make 
it fast to a ring-bolt on the don's stem, and then 
we might warp ourselves up and board through the 
cabin window. 

''But for the love of heaven,** he implored as, 
'' keep the Spanish sharpshooters busy while I swim. 
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I can hear the splash of their bullets round my ears 
now." 

Alec, however, refused to allow him to make this 
attempt for fear of the sharks, observing that we 
should be able to do as much for ourselves with the 
grappling iron in half an hour's time at our present 
rate of drifting. '' But/' he added, *' I am afraid 
that Don Miguel has still too many men for my 
small handful to tackle." 

"Aye, captain," replied Dickory, that he has I 
There are nigher three hundred than two hundred 
aboard yon galleon who can still hit a good heavy 
blow, though there's near as many besides wi' their 
toes turned up. But once get inside the big cabin, 
and you can clear it and hold it agin the lot of 'em." 

" But I want the whole ship, sirrah." 

Saul Dickory shook his head. '' You can't do it, 
captain," he declared decidedly. "An' if you try, 
the big waves will be rolling over every man of us 
to-morrow. But you can do what's as good-^you 
can lay your hands on the store of dollars." 

" Without taking the ship ? How ? " 

" The hatch of the treasury is in the cabin floor, 
an' you can strike out the cargo into this queer craft 
o' youm without a blessed don of 'em being able to 
stop you." 

And this in the end was what we did. The 
mermen, or Neptune, or the current, or whatever 
agency had charge of our keels, swept the two 
vessels nearer and nearer tc^ether, till at last a 
couple of cleverly thrown grapples caught hold, 
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and our bulwark ground against the galleon's 
square stem. 

Her crew had no intention of letting us set foot 
in their stronghold without a tussle, and did what 
they could with fire-balls and grenadoes, cold shot 
and naked steel, to stop us. But with a ladder of 
boarding-axes driven into their timbers, we scrambled 
up, and soon had a footing in the cabin. 

Hemmed in by the packed masses behind, the 
front rank had the alternative of fight or fall. They 
fought, long and desperately — and then they fell; 
for they expected no quarter and asked none. We 
on our side fought as furiously as they, stabbing with 
shortened weapons where there was no room to swing 
them, and thrusting many a foe through the open 
portholes into the sea. It was a bloody conflict ; 
for not until two-thirds of the cabin's defenders lay 
dead and dying did the Spaniards suffer themselves 
to be driven out into the waist 

We ourselves had lost Jan Pengony, his friend 
George, and three Mothers killed outright, and two 
more were so sorely wounded that they died there 
on the cabin floor. Scarce one of us but had his 
red gash to show. 

But it was no time to groan or lick our wounds. 
The two doors under the poop were closed and 
barred with furniture piled up against them, loaded 
patareroes were thrust through the loop-holes to 
command the waist, and the hatch of the treasure 
room was cleared of bodies and thrown open. The 
pieces of eight we found snugly stowed in oak 
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chests, and while half-a-dozen of us stood ready by 
the swivel gun, the rest made all haste they could to 
hand up the treasure and lower it through the 
windows on to the Scourges deck below. 

But rapid as were our movements, Don Miguel 
had no notion of allowing us to spoil his ship 
unmolested. 

Scarcely had we got into the swing of work than 
he and a strong party with him mounted the poop 
^ain, and commenced annoying the little craft whose 
bulwarks were grinding against his stem far below. 
They hurled down everything weighty and unpleasant 
that came to hand, and finally they dropped a barrel 
of powder, which on bursting scorched several of our 
lads so severely that they cried out to us in the 
galleon's cabin that the deck was too hot to hold 
any longer. 

At this Alec, leaving me in charge of the cabin, re- 
turned to his own vessel, and hailed the poop above. 

" Don Miguel, ahoy ! " 

The tall Spaniard appeared above, gritting his 
yellow teeth with rage. 

'* Don Miguel, if you do not cease from annoying 
my people you shall have something else to think 
about I swear to you that if you do not permit me 
to finish my task unmolested I'll sweep your crowded 
waist with a hurricane of patareroe balls ; and that 
the survivors may not want emplo)rment to keep 
them out of mischief, I'll fire your galleon's hold 
before I leave her. There's a k^ of spirits under 
the table that will help her to bum." 
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"* Aod if I pennit you to cany off yonr robbei^s 
booty in peace?" 

^Measure your words, Don Miguel I If you 
pennit me to carry off my lawful prize " 

The Spaniard interrupted with a harsh laugh of 
impotent rage. 

** my lawful prize, I say, taken from my 

countr/s enemy," went on Alec, calmly; ''and if 
you offer no further annoyance to my men, I, on 
my part, fruthfuUy promise to do you and yours 
no farther injury for the present Fortune will, I 
hope, grant us another meeting on some future day, 
when accounts may be settled Meanwhile, senor, 
your answer is awaited." 

Don Miguel, who seemed almost beside himself 
with suppressed fury, was evidently about to hurl 
a defiance at us, and raised his hand to clinch his 
refusal with a pistol bullet But his dHcers and 
underlings had had a bellyful of fighting. Thot^h 
each might have a stake in the golden cargo below, 
each remembered that with another throw of the 
dice he would lose not only that, but life as well 
And choosing like wise men the lesser of the two 
evils, they laid violent hands on their reckless com- 
mandant, and dragged him down. Then one of 
them jumped up into his place, and signified that they 
agreed to the armistice. They promised, he said, 
not to molest us further, and they looked to us to 
keep a like fiuth with them. With a ringing cheer 
our lads set to work again on the gold chests ; but 
none the less, we kept the swivel gun trained on the 
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crowd in the galleon's waist For he is a besotted 
fool who trusts a penn/s-worth to a Spaniard's 
word. 

They dared not break faith with us, however — 
because of the gun ; and so we were able to tranship 
the golden harvest without further loss of life. 

Whilst the party in the galleon's cabin bustled 
merrily amongst tiie booty, another party refitted 
our damaged headsails ; and when the last chest of 
gold pieces had been dumped upon our deck, we 
raised an ironical cheer for the wealth of golden 
Spain, and as the rising breeze bellied her sails, the 
little Scourge sheered slowly off from her whipped 
and sullen adversary. 

A]^, we were victorious ; and while the red blood 
still flowed from our wounds we recked little of the 
heavy price we had paid. But when the mad frenzy 
of fighting is over, gaping cuts tingle and grow stiff ; 
and then it is that men begin to count the cost, and 
spare a thought for those who have fallen, comrades 
who were alive and full of hope a few short hours 
before. We had a dreary account-taking. It was 
clear that the Scourge could no longer hold her own 
in these seas of the New World. 
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THE COST OF THE GOLD 

THE galleon's gold had cost us very dear. Out 
of our slender ship's company thirteen had 
been killed outright, four had hurts that they would 
die under, and of the rest there was no man who 
could not show the colour of his own blood. 

When the excitement of the battle had passed 
away and the grim fever of slaying had become 
a memory, not one stood on our decks in whose 
body there was not some deadly throb or sickening 
ache. Not one who was not stiff from angry, rain- 
bow-coloured bruises, or faint from loss of blood. 
Our captain lay pale and helpless in his bunk, 
brought to death's very door by a bullet wound 
under the shoulder, which he had borne undressed 
through half the long fight The back of the boat- 
swain's bald pate was burned black with powder, 
and he had more ribs stove in than the pain would 
let him count And of the others, one ailed this, 
and another that ; one by the blow of an axe had 
lost the fingers of his hand, another by the crack of 
a gun-stock had lost the sense of his head. 

The active watch on deck consisted of two persons. 
There was Job Trehalion, with the old scar on his 
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face crossed by a fresher seam, and John Topp^ with 
a pike thrust through the calf of one leg and a 
dagger wound in the foot of the other. 

The Scourge was heading E.N.E., close-hauled. 
The wind had sprung up again, and a short, choppy 
sea kept the raffle of fragments constantly shifting 
about the littered decks. The guns were roughly 
secured, but nothing had been done to obliterate the 
marks of the action. Dark bloodstains fouled the 
deck-planks. Bulwarks, masts and booms were 
splintered in a hundred places. Powder-tubs, pikes, 
ramrods, a couple of helmets, and a half-burned 
canvas bucket lay littered about in undisturbed 
confusion. And, saddest sight of all, hatf-a-dozen 
silent forms were lying huddled amongst the debris. 

There was one in the lee scuppers, that rolled with 
a stiff jerk from the broad of his back to a strained 
position on one side, every time the vessel gave a 
heavier lurch than usual Another, with arms and 
legs stretched out like some uncouth starfish, was 
slipping slowly across the decks to meet him. On 
the weather side three other men lay, limp as the 
others were stiff. Their faces showed ghastly and 
deathlike in the dim moonlight They watched the 
dead bodies with dull-eyed, hopeless fascination. 

And as I looked at the three and at the two, it 
seemed to me that the gulf which separates the 
wounded quick from the wounded dead needs but 
the frailest bridge to span it 

We had remained in melancholy silence for I 
know not how long, when suddenly Job Trehalion 
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got up without a word and went down the com- 
panion. Returning presentl/i he gave me a handflil 
of biscuit and a lordly dram of cordial ; and these 
being sent on their errand, revived me wonderfully. 
So, after adjusting the bloody bandages round my 
1^ and instepi I told Job that he and I must lay 
our heads together and consider where to steer for. 

Job was all chuckles and grins in a moment It 
was not often that he was called into council by 
anyone save the Old Man. And him he affected 
to despise, and so he considered his confidences no 
compliment 

** One thing is sure/' said I, looking at the battle 
havoc round me, "we can't keep the seas in this 
plight" 

" No, Master Topp," chuckled Job, •* that we can't; 
let alone having no crew to reef or hand the sails, the 
hull an' spars has sich a'many wounds in 'em that 
the first good squall '11 send us all to Davy Jones's 
locker double quick. No, no ; we'se winged. Master 
Topp, an' winged birds has to lie quiet for a while 
afore they tries to fly again." 

" There should be abler heads than ours. Job, to 
settle matters in a plight like this; but the abler 
heads are all sadly battered just now, so you and I 
must do our best to decide a course without them." 

A look of solemn importance struggled hard to 
drive the grin from Job's face. But habit was strong, 
and the grin conquered. 

''We might go back to the old harbour on Cave 
Island, Master Topp. It were snug enough, an' 
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them huts on the hill above be a rare place for sick 
men to lie in." 

"But the Spaniards, Job! You foi^t the 
Spaniards." 

" Then do you forget the Spaniards, too, Master 
Topp. They hain't worth remembering," advised 
Job, cheerfully. 

"But Tm afraid we've got to remember them," 
said I, sharply. "Why, man, in our present state 
we could neither keep them as slaves, nor coop 
them up in the cave. They'd turn the tables on us 
in half-an-hour, cut our throats or maroon us, and 
sail away with our dainty Scourge and all her 
precious freight No, Job; you meant well, but 
the suggestion is not a good one." 

"Asking pardon," replied Job, screwing up his 
face with such a grin that the wound across it began 
to trickle afresh, " but one o' they Spaniards that we 
left behind has got off. And if one, maybe all." 

" What I " I cried. " One got off? Where did you 
hear of him ? " 

"See'd him, and felt him, Master Topp— which 
is better than hearing of him. It was his iron as 
wrote this fresh mark across my face. That comes 
o' disregarding the Old Man's words, an' sparing 
Spaniards," he added, sagely. 

"Captain Ireland's whim. Job," said I, shrugging 
my shoulders. " But are you sure of your man ? " 

" Sure as I am of you. Master Topp, or of uncle, 
or of Cap'n Ireland, or of anyone else noticeable. 
This 'un was a short cheery kind o' little chap, wi' 
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bandy 1^^, an' a bright steel bassinet on *s head. 
Now, sea-annour is always blacked, so a man as 
wears his bright is nat'rally a man you notice." 

" Why, I remember him ! " said I. " A merry, 
cowardly little wretch named Sancho something or 
other; your uncle gave him a pretty scare in the 
Serpent^s Temple." 

" That's him ; Don Sancho ! An' if this blow 
he gave me had been driven home, 'stead o' falling 
half-hearted, through the frightened trembling o' the 
don's arm, I should ha' gone down sure enough. 
As it was, I stood an' toppled him into the sea for 
cumbering my way. Saul Dickory maybe could tell 
us how Bandy L^^ came to be on the galleon." 

" Fetch him," said I, and Job went 

If Job was right, and the Spaniards had really 
succeeded in leaving Cave Island, nothing could be 
more fortunate for us in our present crippled state. 
There we could recruit our war-weary bodies, and 
refit our wounded ship at our leisure ; and when 
our pulses beat full and strong again we would be 
ready for another throw with Don Miguel, for I for 
one felt sure that we had by no means seen the last 
of that yellow-fanged grin of rage. But if our late 
slaves were still on the island, it would be madness 
to attempt the landing. Heaven grant th^ had 
escaped I 

** Aye, said Saul Dickory, when I eagerly questioned 
him, "they've got off, sure enough. I've seeda-many 
of them, an' whaf s more, through them, I've heard 
all about your doings on the island" 
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" How did they get away ? " 

" Sighted a trading snow the day after you left, 
signalled her wi' a smoke from that 'ere Sarpint Hill 
I've heard tell of, an' got took off. The snow 
took them ashore at Barcelona. From there some 
of 'em took ship to Carthagena, where, as we was 
short-handed, they joined our galleon." 

"Then," said I, cheerily, "our course is clear. 
We'll run to the old harbour to recruit and refit" 
And with the decision I felt more hopeful and light- 
hearted than I had since first my wounded leg began 
to tingle. 

The Scourge was put about on the larboard tack, 
and after she had gained some southing she was 
gibed again, and headed directly for the island. 

When we rounded the bluff at the harbour's mouth, 
and the foreshore in front of the cave opened out to 
our view, it was with anxious gaze that those of 
us who were hale enough to stand on deck, or to 
lean against mast or bulwark, scanned the beach and 
the heights above the cave for some sign of human 
habitation. The island was a pleasant enough spot 
to dwell in, and some of the Spaniards might have 
elected to stay and plant a colony there. 

But not a trace of man did we see. Our old 
fortifications lay ruined and decayed, and in places 
the quick-growing tropical vegetation had almost 
hidden them from sight The heavy door with 
which we had closed the cave's mouth lay half 
covered with sand, and the door-post from which it 
had once hung*, had fallen slantwise across the 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



268 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

opening. No, there was nothing to fear. The island 
had returned to the possession of the pigs and the 
gulls and the parrakeets — its original owners. 

But though there was no opposing band to bar 
our progress, landing was none the less a matter of 
extreme difficulty. Few of the crew could move 
more than a step or two without bringing the deep 
furrows of pain across their brow, and some could 
not move at all. In the end more than half of our 
number had to be carried ashore on Job Trehalion's 
broad back, and when the journey was over, the 
burdens which Job laid gently down upon the warm 
sands in front of the cave were often unconscious ones; 
and, indeed, one poor fellow, whose lung had been 
pierced with a cross-bow shaft, died in the porterage. 

To reach the huts on the high ground above was, 
for the most seriously wounded, an impossibility, 
and so we had to turn the cave itself into our 
hospital. We regretted this, because we had hoped 
much from the healing virtues of the flower-scented 
breeze of the uplands ; but there was help for it 

" Ah, it was a time to make the greediest plunder- 
hunter sicken of his trade ! The Angel of Death was 
ever hovering round us, and claiming now one good 
^lor and true comrade, and now another as part 
payment of the price of plunder. Not that we were 
a cheerless company, for the Old Man's caustic wit 
and Willie Trehalion's cumbersome attempts to 
reply to him raised many a smile from the weaker 
ones and many a loud guffaw from the stronger, and 
Job Trehalion's grin we had always with us. 
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But th^ummons of death came all too often; 
and the tale of sandy mounds on the yellow harbour 
beach grew sadly long, in spite of all that the Old 
Man^s skilful surgeoning and John Topp's tireless 
\ nursing could do to shorten it All that man could 
do we did) but our enemy was too strong for us. 

The end of our nursing came at last Some 
conquered their wounds, and some their wounds 
conquered ; and when the last grave had been dug 
and filled, there were but twelve men left out of the 
two-and-thirty who had been hale and strong when 
the fight for the galleon's gold b^an. 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

AN OLD ENEMY 

TWELVE men on their l^;s," said the boat- 
swain, waving his hook towards the huts, 
" an' that counts in the Old Man an' Tinker Tom, 
which is both crippled." 

" Twelve men," said I, " are more than everyone 
would have got off the lee shore on which ten of 
them were lying." 

" Credit is where credit is due, Master Topp," 
replied the boatswain. " All praise to your surgeon- 
ing. But for you, and the Old Man, an' Newy Job— 
which, though little better than natural in general, 
has unstowed a few grains o' sense for this time o' 
need — I don't say but we should ha' lost a hand 
or two more. But, as it is, we got twelve; an' 
what I say is, twelve men hain't able to take the 
Scourge to England." 

" It could be done," interposed Alec in a half- 
musing tone, " if we could keep off the scurvy." 

"But you can't," replied the boatswain gruffly. 
" Might as well try to escape fleas in a London 
tavern as scurvy on a long ocean voyage. And 
newly-healed men is particular liable to it Mark 
me, Cap'n Ireland, if the Scourge sails from here wi' 
•70 
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none but us twelve aboard her, she'll never work up 
Bristol river." 

" But with the men Saul Dickory tells of," said I, 
** we could do it" 

" Could we get them ? " inquired Alec, turning to 
the man. 

" Why, yes, cap'n, an' easy. Los Roques is the 
name of the islands they're on, an' you'll find that 
down in your charts. The chap as told me was a 
half-breed that got blown off there in a fishing 
cruise." 

" How did they get there ? " 

" Well, you see, they're a scratch lot — English, 
Frenchers, and Danes — ^that banded tc^ether at 
the mines to escape. They gets out, reaches the 
coast, seizes a boat, an' puts to sea. They meant 
to reach one of the islands, an' live there till they 
could steal a ship that would carry them home ; 
but the boat was knocked to splinters in the surf on 
landing, an' having no tools to build another, they 
found themselves safely gaoled." 

" Could we trust them, do you think ? " 

" Maybe yes, maybe no ; but they'll take any 
terms you like to offer 'em. There's not much 
victual in the island, barring fishy seafowl an' sich- 
like ; an' if you'll believe me, they'd take passage wi' 
the devil himself if he came in these seas, an' didn't 
sail under a Spanish ensign." 

" See, Alec," said I, unrolling a chart and spread- 
ing it on the ground. " Give me a crew of six, and 
I'll take the Scourge round, leaving you others here. 
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By keeping plenty of northing we shall be out of 
the usual track, and can be back here in ten days 
without sighting a sail" 

But no, Alec would not hear of it If we went at 
all, it should be with all hands aboard, and himself 
in command ; and finally, after much discussion, this 
was what we decided to do. Further it was resolved 
to leave the treasure on Cave Island for the present, 
and then, if any of the men we sent for seemed 
untrustworthy, we could keep quiet about our wealth 
until we had time to know the sheep from the goats. 

The repairs to the Scourge were soon finished, and 
the earliest possible day was fixed for embarking. 

But at the last moment an unexpected difficulty 
arose. The Old Man refused absolutely to quit the 
island. He had been ailing of late, and it seemed 
that he never quite recovered from the wound he got 
in the battle with the galleon. His wits were 
queerer than usual, and he continually complained of 
the cold, though the hot summer sun drew streams 
of sweat from the rest of us. 

''Tis because I miss my weekly draught of torture," 
he would tell us. '* The rack is a grand thing for 
cold weather and rheumatic joints. They strip you 
of your shirt and lay you between the pulleys, and 
the warmth that run$ through your bones brings 
the perspiration starting at every pore. Oh, ho, ho ! 
that pot-bellied little racker would wring his hands 
with grief if he could know how I miss his courteous 
attention at times." 

It was a sudden freak of his, this wish to stay 
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behind on the island. Up to the last moment he 
had been rattling out his weird '* Oh, ho's 1 " and 
cracking his gruesome jests ; and then suddenly, in 
the midst of one of his most biting sallies, he broke 
off, and a wild glare came into his eyes. As though 
a ghost had called him, he rose from his favourite 
crouching attitude on the ground, and looking 
towards the great Temple of the Serpent, shaded his 
bleared eyes with a knotted hand,, and gazed 
intently. What he saw no man can tell. 

Anxiously I followed his gaze to see what it was 
that disturbed him ; but there was nothing to be 
seen — nothing except the stem black edifice stand- 
ing out cold and bleak against the blue sky beyond ; 
nothing except the dwarfed sea-fowl swooping past 
it and the clouds fanning it with their clammy 
breath as they scurried by — ^nothing, that is, that I 
could see. But some vision there surely was which 
turned the Old Man's face ashen grey, some portent 
which made his speech-loving lips mumble noiseless 
words. 

And when next he spoke, it was to acquaint us 
with his determination to stay on the island and 
guard the treasure till our return. 

We all felt great concern for the Old Man, and 
though we knew he would never play us false, but 
would defend our treasure even with ms^c arts if 
need be, still we did not like to leave him behind, 
ailing as he was. But none of us dared to gainsay 
his wish except our captain. Fully an hour did 
Alec spend in useless ailment, trying to turn him 
S 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



274 JOHN TOPP PIRATE 

from his purpose, and seemed all the time to be 
strangely moved, though from what cause we could 
not tell. But he failed. And when at last the 
Scourge set sail, and the Old Man was left on the 
beach, my sworn shipmate covered him with his 
eyes till we had rounded the spit and run out of 
sight Then, with a heavy sigh, he turned and went 
down to the cabin. 

It was a strange affair, and perhaps we should 
have taken it as an omen of ill-luck. Though I am 
myself singularly free from superstitions of all kinds, 
I must believe that the Old Man had some fore- 
knowledge of misfortune to come ; and yet I cannot 
think that he knew that the fire would break out in 
the Scourges spirit-room, or surely he would have 
warned us. But, perhaps, as Willie Trehalion says, 
the seer can see, but cannot change the decrees of 
Fate. It may be so. 

That, however, is neither here nor there. But the 
fact remains that a fire did break out, and that, too, 
on the second day out from Cave Island, during the 
first watch of the glass, whilst Alec held the deck. 

I was in my bunk, but came up when the alarm 
was given, and was soon passing buckets with the 
rest But the dainty Scourge was doomed, and our 
puny efforts were without avail. The water seemed 
only to irritate the blaze to further fury, and where 
at first was pale lambent flame, blue and transparent, 
soon there b^^n to roll forth an avalanche of inky 
smoke riven by greedy shooting tongues of yellow 
fire. 
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Like furies we worked in the stinging reek, and, 
like a mocking fiend, our enemy grew in power and 
height Inch by inch we were driven towards the 
stem, fighting desperately every step of the way. 
Spanish papist was never so relentless a foe as this 
one, which swallowed our watery missiles as fast as 
we hurled them, and. turned them to hissing steam 
that bit back at the sender. 

Panting and scorched, we gathered, a smoke- 
grimed group, on the counter, and realised that we 
were beaten. A shout arose that the powder-room 
was on fire, and a half-charred boat was dropped 
into the water. Springing in, we pushed oif. 

Scarcely had we pulled a cable's length away 
when the Scourge blew up. Masts, spars, and deck 
shot up towards heaven, and then fell in a blazing 
shower around the column of smoke which marked 
the place where the shattered hull had sunk. 

The rest of the night dragged itself wearily 
through, and the sun rose upon an unflecked sky. 
The boat was without stores or provisions of any 
kind. She had neither compass nor sail, and with 
one pair of oars we could make little headway 
through the calm, even had we known where to steer 
for. 

Which of us did not envy the Old Man in his 
beautiful island hermitage, then ? 

We looked round at the unbroken circle of the 
horizon, with the water it encinctured untarnished 
by a single zephyr, and gleaming like a glancing 
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mirror of light ; then at the cruel sun that was arcing 
a course of scorching splendour through the cloudless 
vault above ; and as we looked, we took but little 
comfort from the cheering words which Alec spoke 
to us. What help could reach us from such a 
barren, fiery wilderness ? What oasis could we hope 
to find in such a broiling, trackless desert ? 

But in spite of the enervating heat we tugged 
doggedly at the oars. The work, purposeless as it 
seemed, was some relief. To active men there is no 
torture like indolence in a case like this, for indol- 
ence is the advance picket of despair. 

But each couple, though eager for their turn of 
toil, were glad enough to quit it at the appointed 
time. Water driven from the body in perspiration 
makes its want more keenly felt within. The burn- 
ing thirst was aggravated by exercise. ^Alec, being 
sparely built, perhaps suffered least ; I, a thirsty soul, 
ever given to quafKng what was offered, endured ten 
men's agony. Indeed, as evening drew near, I began 
to fear that before another watch had run out, 
madness or death must be the end of me. 

My time, however, was not yet come. As the 
sun went down in the west its dying glory lit upon 
a sail that peeped above the southern water-line. 
With frenzied effort we made for it, and feared that 
the darkness would come down before we could 
reach it 

As we drew nearer we made out that she was a 
carrack. The breeze which brought her up had 
lagged behind, and she had run into a belt of calm. 
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Relaxing our efforts not one whit we pushed fiercely 
on, ui^ng the boat with Titan's strokes, for we were 
no gaunt, famine-worn spectres, no starvelings of the 
ocean who had been eking out a day's pittance to 
make it last over ten. In bodily health we were all 
hale and hearty, and as good men as we were the 
day before — ^save for the mad thirst which consumed 
us. But that is a madness beside which all other 
emotions sink to nothing ; passion and prudence 
alike die when the thirst-rage touches them. Urged 
by it we would have chaiged an army, or have fled 
from one man ; and so double-banking our oars we 
tore towards the carrack. 

That she was Spanish from truck to tiller mattered 
nothing. Her people, clustered on the decks in 
armed suspicion, could not stop us. " Water ! 
Agua!" we'cried at them hoarsely. We cared for 
nothing else. 

We climbed on board, and the Spaniards stayed 
their hands ; some because they feared to provoke 
desperate men, some through pity, and others 
because they knew that when our burning throats 
were cooled, we must 3neld at discretion. R^ard- 
less of the hostile crowd, we rushed to the scuttle- 
butt Parched, faint, panting, we deemed the tepid 
water a nectar fit for the gods, and the green slime 
whose tendrils clung to the dipper, the sweetest 
essence man's palate could be tickled with. We 
drank, and we drank ; and forgot in the satisfaction 
of the moment that the world held other evil things 
besides thirst 
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But there was one at hand who would remind us. 
A tall, handsome Spaniard came forward from the 
crowd and stood before us. He saw what we had 
suffered, and he was pleased. And when those 
handsome lips parted in a smile, a double row of 
cruel, yellow teeth shone out between them. 

Our old enemy's turn had come again — we were 
the prisoners of Don Miguel del Cassamoro. 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

THE *• BRISTOL MERCHANT" 

THE burning circle of sun-baked sea from which 
we had escaped was strangely like a vast 
frying-pan ; and now, having got out of that, we 
were perilously near finding ourselves in the fire. 
Don Miguel was carrying us to Spain as a present 
for the Inquisition, for even his vengeful cruelty 
could invent for us no more malignant fate. 

Had he known that the plunder of the galleon, 
together with other booty, lay snugly hidden on a 
lonely island, under the guard of a crippled dotard, 
doubtless his eastward voyage would have been 
broken. He would have been charmed, too — now 
that the tables were so effectually turned — to renew 
his acquaintance with the Old Man, his former 
gaoler, for thus the auto-da-fi he pictured would 
have another actor. But he believed that all our 
grains lay fathoms deep on the sea bottom, with the 
ill-fated Scourge^ and we woul^ not agitate his well- 
balanced mind by undeceiving him. 

Don Miguel did not put us in irons in the hold, 
though some of his underlings suggested it No, he 
remembered the time when he was our unwilling 
hewer of wood and drawer of water, and he pre- 

■79 
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pared to pay back some of his debts in kind. We 
were made to ply our craft as mariners whenever 
our services were wanted, and for the rest of the 
time we were the slaves of anyone who chose to 
command us. 

Every dirty job in the ship fell to the heretical 
Englishmen's share, and a curse or a blow was the 
payment. And though the gorge of one of us 
would now and again rise, and a mutinous refusal 
tremble on his tongue, his mates would bid him 
knuckle under, grin if he could, and bide his time. 

"A coward's blows never forget their father," 
Willie Trehalion would mutter prophetically. 

** Ay, uncle, an' curses come home to roost," his 
nephew Job would chuckle in reply. 

And so we passed down along the main, living 
like pariah dogs in the waking hours, and sleeping 
with bare deck planks for mattress, the night mists 
for coverlet, and the heavens for canopy overhead. 

Outwardly no band of unfortunates was ever more 
numbed by despair, more hopelessly reconciled to an 
irrevocable fate. To the don's eyes we were meek 
and submissive as Indians, going about our labours 
mechanically ; and if we did not show great interest 
in each task, at least we performed it effectively. 
We were careful not to court suspicion by excess of 
zeal, while we avoided additional tyranny by steady 
obedience. 

But we meant to escape. The carrack should 
never set us on Spanish ground. We would fire 
her powder-room sooner, and perish with the rest 
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of her crew in one overwhelming holocaust Any 
death was preferable to the mercies of the Holy 
Inquisition. 

But as yet its terrors were far away ; and in the 
meanwhile we lived in hope that the chapter of 
accidents would unravel the coil in which we had 
entangled ourselves. 

The pilot left the carrack at the most easterly 
point of Trinidad, and then, bidding good-bye to 
domestic navigation, we set out on the ocean voyage. 
For two days we beat tack and tack against easterly 
winds, sagging to leeward like a haystack, and 
making hardly any headway. Then for three days 
the wind chopped round fair, and we sped easily 
along our course. But after the third morning had 
passed the barren plain of ocean began to haze over, 
and as the thickness increased the breeze died away, 
till at last the carrack lay motionless in the calm of 
a dense fog. 

No one thought much of it, as fog is a mariner's 
common experience ; and we English, huddled 
together on the forecastle head, hailed it as a respite 
from the evil ahead. 

Night came, and the grey twilight of the afternoon 
changed to inky blackness. All of us were asleep, 
tired out with the exertions of the day, and glad to 
snatch a little rest 

Suddenly Alec and I were aroused by a warning 
touch of Willie Trehalion's hook. 

" Listen ! " he whispered. 

A strange sound came to us out of the blackness, 
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a sound that was half wail, half howl, but wholly 
weird and awful 

" A w^ter-pixie," said I, trembling. 

" Sea wolves,'' said one of the men, who had raised 
himself on his elbow to listen. '' They're scenting 
prey. We're in for a fearful storm, or they wouldn't 
be there. Sea wolves never hunts without a kill." 

The sound made itself heard again — a''wa-a-o-o-w" 
rising doleful in the still night air, and dying away 
into nothing with unutterable moumfulness. 

'' A water-pixie beyond doubt," said I again. 

^ A water fiddlestick ! " replied the boatswain 
contemptuously. "That cry comes from no creature 
what breathes through gills. It's my old cat, an' 
that's his night song. D'ye think I wouldn't know 
his voice among a thousand? Old Nep— you'll 
mind him. Master Topp?" 

I shook my head. " The night mist has got into 
your brain, Willie. You must be mistaken here," 
said I. 

" Mebbe it's Nep's ghost that's hailing, uncle." 

" Nep's ghost be hanged ! " replied the boatswaiif 
irritably, turning on this last speaker. " Hold your 
tongue. Job, an' let others speak that has sense." 

"But if it is Nep, Willie?" 

" This ; if that's Nep, why, then, it's the Bristol 
Merchant^ too. Think a minute; why shouldn't it 
be her? Those on board couldn't be expected to 
wait for us up the great river till the crack o' doom. 
The three years that Cap'n Ireland told them to 
bide there is up long ago, an' so, believing that 
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we're all swallowed up in the wilderness, the/re 
making the best o' their way home wi' the news. 
Besides — listen again — there! I'd stake my hand 
on it that's Nep's voice. And as Nep would never 
desert the Bristol Merchant we must just try an' 
frighten the dons into setting us adrift Well 
maybe fall between two stools ; but, anyway, it's 
our best chance." 

*• If we can do it," said Alec, " but " 

^ Trust me to manage it, Cap'n Ireland," inter- 
rupted Willie. '' I've a weapon in mouth that 
would frighten the very soul out of a Spaniard, if 
the devil bred Spaniards wi' souls. Ask Master 
Topp; he knows what I can do. Look at 'em 
now! fearsome o' the darkness, they've lit a score 
o' lanterns, and are clustered together like a flock o' 
sheep, a-wringing their yaller hands an' calling upon 
their saints to save 'em. Fools I See, there's the 
priest come up up wi' bell, book, and candle to 
exorcise the evil spirit An' there's his acolyte, 
holding a graven image over the bulwarks an' near 
dropping it in the sea wi' fright Now's our time. 
Now or never. And markee, my lads : out-Spaniard 
the most Spanish o' them in trembling. If it's 
laughter that makes your limbs shake, never mind ; 
the dirty hounds are too scared to know the 
difference." 

And whispering further directions to Alec, he led 
him away, and the rest of us dropped down the 
ladders and mingled with the trembling group in 
the waist 
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Again the melancholy ^ Wa-a-o-o-w " floated to 
us out of the darkness, and Alec stepping forth into 
the lantern light clapped a cupped hand to his ear, 
and cried, " Listen ! There's someone hailing from 
the masthead." 

•* Give ear to my Lord of the Sea," cried a high, 
cracked voice from aloft ; and another from the 
mainyard arm shrieked, " He comes alongside ! " 

Then as though from the waters close-to came a 
third voice, deep and resonant, which asked what 
ship that was. 

" Who hails, and by what right does he question?** 
cfied Don Miguel. 

" I am Neptune, Lord of the Sea," returned the 
voice. " What ship is that ? " 

A look of perplexity came into Don Miguel's face, 
and the rest of the Spaniards shook with fear. 

Neptune was impatient 

''What ship is that? Answer me, miserable 
mortal ! Know you not that I have power to pull 
your puny bark timber from timber, and to carry 
your carcases away to batten my sea-wolves in their 
caverns amongst the weed-jungle below ? " 

" I fear neither sea-god nor sea-devil," began the 
commandant boldly ; but the priest interrupted him, 
saying in a whisper, that it was best to temporise 
with the powers of darkness sometimes. And then, 
with a muttered anathema between every sentence, 
he answered Neptune's questions himself. 

« What cargo ? " queried the Lord of the Sea. 

The priest told him. 
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" What passengers ? '* 

'' Thirty ; of whom seven are women and three 
infants." 

" And what crew ? " 

" A hundred and sixty, most potent" 

"No more? Methinks there's some few yet 
untold. Old ocean hath a queer flavour here- 
abouts." 

" There are eleven prisoners, English sailors who 
are working a passage to the offices of the Holy 
Inquisition in Spain." 

" What ! " bellowed Neptune. " Heretics on one 
of His Most Catholic Majesty's ships ! Heretics at 
lai^e and unshackled ! Thunder and tempests, 111 
destroy the whole lot o' ye ! " 

And so the farce went on, until at length the 
trembling Spaniards, finding that their crossings 
and paternosters were useless, b^an to look upon 
us as so many Jonahs. Their saints were forgotten, 
and they were for heaving us overboard at once. 

But Neptune would not allow it. 

" Pollute not my sweet brine with the foul bodies 
of Englishmen," he warned them. " Set them adrift 
in a boat, and then my sister's chickens, which feed 
on carrion, will have the wherewithal to flesh their 
hungry beaks." 

Don Miguel would have prevented this, for he 
alone out of his ship's company doubted Neptune's 
genuineness, but the others would not listen to him. 
Tackles were rigged with lightning speed, a boat 
was heaved out from the booms and lowered, and 
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we were shoved down to it willy-nilly, protesting 
vigorously in obedience to Willie's whispered com- 
mand. They would give us neither food nor water, 
neither compass nor sail — nothing, in fact, but 
curses; and bidding us shove off, threatened to 
quicken us with a saker-shot if we did not hurry out 
of reach. 

We pulled on till the babel of voices on the 
carrack had died away, and then, judging we were 
out of earshot of the dons, Willie Trehalion gave a 
peculiar whistle, low and tremulous. A slight breeze 
had sprung up, and after a moment's pause a faint 
sepulchral " Wa-a-o-o-w " was wafted to us over the 
stem. 

Round spun the boat, and willing backs, strain- 
ing at the oars, sent her darting in the direction of 
the sound. Presently the rigging and hull of a br^ 
loomed through the fog, and a voice hailed to bid 
us keep our distance. 

^^ Bristol Merchant^ ahoy! We're your own 
mates." 

'' Sheer off, or I'll sink you. Ye're pirates, that's 
what y'are. Our mates is all swalley'd up by the 
wilderness, or took by Spaniards. Sheer off, I 
tell ye!" 

" You've a black cat aboard there," bawled Willie 
Trehalion impatiently, ''a black cat sailing under 
the name o' Nep, haven't ye ? " 

"Mebbe we have, mebbe we hav'n't I baint 
a'goin' to argy wi' ye. Sheer off an' ha^ done. 
There's a Spaniard away there through the fog. Go 
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and plunder him. We ain't got the value of a jack 
o' ale amongst us." 

" Wait a minute," said Willie Trehalion. " See if 
Nep won't remember his old shipmaster's call" And 
the boatswain repeated his low whistle. 

" Wa-a-o-ow, me-ear-wa-ow," came shrill and dis- 
tinct across the water. 

" Well, I'm blamed ! " exclaimed a fresh voice. 
"Ef that ain't Willie Trehalion, efs his ghost 
Nep'll answer to noan o' us, ill-conditioned ole 
varmint as 'e is." 

^Nep don't forget his old master, if his old 
master's shipmates do. Now I'm telling 'ee true, 
there's Cap'n Ireland here, an' Master Topp, an' just 
a han'ful o' others, all that is escaped out o' this 
murderin' land. An' now, blest if our own mates 
will own us, though we've got gould enough stored 
up to buy Bristol city with." 

" Pull a stroke or two nearer," bawled the first 
speaker, and then added to those beside him, '' and 
you lads blow your matches up ready to fire. 
There's witchcraft enough in that blamed old cat to 
get the whole lot of us into trouble yeX. Boat ahoy 
there ! Rest on yer oars again, an' advance nearer 
at your peril. Strike a light an' let's look at yer 
faces." 

" We have nothing to strike a light with," broke 
out Alec angrily. " Man alive, the boat's not pro- 
visioned for a voyage. She's as bare as Willie 
Trehalion's head. We've just escaped from the 
Spaniard yonder, and are absolutely unarmed. 
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Come, I know you well enough; you are Martin 
Snale, whom I left in command." 

" Mebbe I be, an' mebbe I baint," replied the man, 
cautiously. ''No disrespect to you, Cap'n Ireland, 
if you be Cap'n Ireland, but I'll just make sure 
before you come any nearer that a lantern's light 
won't shine through'ee. The voices is all right, but 
they say that sperrits keeps the voices after the 
body's shelled oif on 'em, and I ain't a-going to 'ave 
no ghosts aboard me." 

Alec stood up to be inspected. A great horn- 
windowed lantern was thrust out on the end of a 
boat-hook, and Martin Snale, climbing into the main 
rigging, made a penthouse of his two hands and 
peered at us from under them. The fog was thick, 
the tallow dip flickered badly, and Martin's wits 
were sluggish, consequently he was very long in 
coming to a decision. At the end of nearly ten 
minutes' scrutiny he stepped down from his perch, 
and bidding us remain where we were disappeared 
for a while. Presently he returned, and scrambling 
into the shrouds again bawled out afresh : — 

'' You looks all right ; solid enough, too, I don't 
deny. But when a man's been a mariner all the 
years I have, he learns that looks is sometimes 
deceiving. So I'll just make so bold as to heave 
this orange at one o' ye, to see whether it hits any- 
thing solid enough to burst it If it does ye can 
come s^board." 

He lifted his hand and threw. The yellow fruit 
flying through the air was stopped by Willie 
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Trehalion's bald pate. The boatswain never Mrinced, 
and apparently the sight of the scattered pulp and 
juice — ^the orange was an over-ripe one — ^streaming 
down his stolid face was sufficient Martin Snale 
demanded no more tests, and we climbed up the 
round barrel side of our own old brig, the Bristol 
Merchant. 

There was but one thing which lessened our 
delight at meeting in freedom our old shipmates 
once more. We could not have the satisfaction of 
letting Don Miguel know how we had fooled him. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 

THE OLD MAN'S SECRET 

THREE months had elapsed since the Scourge 
sailed from Cave Island when the Bristol 
Merchant drew in between the harbour heads. 

Directly she rounded the spit, a glance told those 
who knew the spot that something was wrong. All 
the works raised by English hands had been ruth- 
lessly destroyed. Weeds were growing amongst a 
few charred stumps on the shore ; and on the plat- 
form above, there was rank tropical jungle in place 
of our snug trim-built dwellings beneath the palm 
grove. 

A falconet shot roused speech from the cliffs, 
but brought no reply from human voice. The 
echoes died away, the screaming sea-fowl settled 
down again, and silence once more brooded over 
the island. 

We began to feel uneasy forebodings of ill. The 
Old Man could scarcely be deaf to such a summons 
were he anywhere in the neighbourhood. True, he 
might have wandered to the other side of the island. 
But we dared not think it His lameness made him 
loth to walk unnecessarily, and for food he would 
not require to go far afield. 

The vessel in which we returned was, it is true, 
990 
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as different in every point from the Scourge as she 
well could be, but our spars and rigging were gay 
Mrith English ensigns, and the voices which hailed 
the shore without answer were English every one. 
Had the Old Man been at hand he would not have 
failed to recc^ise them. 

With sinking hearts we ran down sail and 
anchored, and then, putting ashore, looked about us 
in a sad dismay. Wanton destruction was every- 
where. Not a stick or a stone of any of our works 
had been left untouched. The Philistines had come 
down upon the stronghold whilst its guards were 
away. And what Philistines could there be in these 
seas save Spaniards? 

We approached the cave. Small hope that the 
rich harvest stored in that gamer would be over- 
looked by such greedy foragers as the fellow- 
countrymen of those who had originally reaped it ! 
Indeed, the splintered woodwork of the doors and 
partitions showed plainly enough where the ravishers 
had been at work. 

Collecting bundles of resinous faggots for torches, 
we passed through the shattered portal and hurried 
across the great main hall, lit by the sunlight through 
its crannied roof, away over the dry flooring of 
silvery sand which had once formed bed and table 
for our troop of slaves, running eagerly along till 
we reached Uie narrow arch which gave entrance to 
the gloomy windings of the abysses beyond. 

Stopping for a moment to light the torches, we 
advanced again, splashing through the chilly stream 
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which issued from we knew not what darksome re- 
cess of the great labyrinth, and now eddied and 
gurgled round our knees ; sheltering the smoky torch 
flames from the tricklets that would have dropped 
kisses on them from the roof; scrambling through 
clammy mud baths, and struggling over wet, shiny 
boulders. Onwards we pressed into the very bowels 
of the island, skirting black, bottomless pools and 
shivering quicksands. But everywhere we saw the 
tracks of the countless feet that had been before us. 
Ever and again they wandered off into some unknown 
depth of the maze, but as invariably returned to the 
track which we now followed, the track which led to 
the treasure chamber. 

Miles and miles must the Spanish plunderers have 
traversed among these unknown windings, and dogged 
indeed the perseverance which carried them through 
to the end. But at last the clustered footprints 
reached a narrow aisle that had no turning ; and we 
knew then that the robbers had reached their goal. 

At this point Alec, the boatswain, and all the 
Scourges crew except Job Trehalion, turned back. 
They were satisfied that further advance was useless, 
and wished to spare themselves the mortification of 
seeing the empty vault where once their wealth had 
been banked. 

Perhaps it was mere idle curiosity which led me 
on, and perhaps it was a wish to show the new- 
comers what a store there had been waiting for us 
and them. Anyhow, I followed Job Trehalion into 
the darkness. 
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The path ran by the side of a deep, water-filled, 
gully. It terminated in a small, domed chamber, the 
only entrance into which was through a narrow 
arch which the stream more than half closed. And 
here had been our treasury. In this watei>guarded 
vault we had deposited the pouches of pearls and the 
chests of coin won at the cost of so much good 
English blood. Now not a leathern bag nor a 
wooden case remained. The Spaniards had ruthlessly 
taken our alL 

But there was in the place where our store had 
lain, a sight which made my muscles quake with 
chilling horror. Supported by a niche in the rock 
sat a skeleton, pointing its bony fingers at my 
breast, and grinning at me with half-toothed fleshless 
jaws. 

I had almost trodden on its outstretched shanks, 
when the fitful light of the torches falling on the 
whitened bones, revealed its ghastly presence. Mine 
was not the nervous start of a coward. Heaven 
knows, I had seen too many dead men in the flesh, 
and in the bone, too, for that matter, to quail at the 
sight of a mere piece of cold humanity. Had the 
skeleton been naked I might have taken it for 
that of a Spaniard, and have given it no more than 
a careless glance in passing. But there was that 
about it which told me whose body it had once 
supported. Around the bony lattice of its ribs 
hung a mouldering leather jerkin, once gaudy with 
slashings and lace, but now mildewed over with a 
soft grey fur. It was the Old Man's. I had seen 
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him change it from a dead Spaniard's back to his 
own, and knew that he had worn it ever since. 
And if other evidence was wanted, it was there in 
the broken and distorted bones of leg and wrist 
It needed no wizard to read the writings of the 
Inquisition's clemency. 

Job Trehalion shared my knowledge, and for a 
while gazed with me in silent horror. The others 
clustered curiously round, wondering why a mere 
bag of twisted bones should so affect us. 

At length Job found his voice. " Master Topp," 
he whispered hoarsely, "d'ye note the Old Man's 
outstretched hand? He's built a wall o' mud an' 
pebbles for it to lie on." 

" Yes," said I. " It seems a curious freak. But 
he was always strange and eccentric in his doings." 

'' The Old Man never did aught without an object, 
Master Topp. His brain might take after his legs 
in bein' a bit crooked, but it were a clever brain for 
all that, 'specially when there was Spaniards to be 
diddled. Let's see where the finger points. Blow 
up yer torches, lads. Ah ! see there ! Tell'd 'ee 
so, Master Topp ! I knowed there'd be something." 

And Job broke out into a great chuckle, which 
well-nigh ended in a sob. 

" See," he went on, " there's writing on the wall, 
scratted in wi' a knob o' stone. Read it. Master 
Topp ; I baint scholard enough to tell what it says.** 

'' ' Snake his trail,' is what is written. Job. It has 
neither rhyme nor reason." 

'' No, it ha'n't rhyme, thaf s true ; though none 
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could turn a rhyme an' set it to a cheerful lilt like 
the Old Man, when he put his mind to it But 
I warrant there's reason, though mebbe the nut's 
a hard un to crack," 

" Like a date-stone, Job," I answered dejectedly. 
" Hard to break, and no kernel when you've broken 
it" 

" Well, Master Topp, it won't do no harm to tell 
Cap'n Ireland what was the last words as the Old 
Man wrote. An' now " 

" And now," I interrupted, " we must carry his 
poor bones back to daylight and give them a decent 
burial. So run back some of you and cut saplings 
for a litter." 

" No need for a litter," said Job. " I've carried 
the Old Man living, whiles he'd laugh an' say I 
was his moke ; an' I don't think as he'd ask other 
arms than Job Trehalion's to carry him dead." 

And Mrithout another word he reverently and 
tenderly gathered up the shrivelled corpse and bore 
it in his arms to the shore. We performed the last 
obsequies, and put up a great slab of stone over the 
grave, on which Alec carved with a swordpoint, 
"Senex, hie jacet" And for two whole days Job 
Trehalion sat by the g^ve or wandered in the woods, 
alone ; and during the whole time we remained on 
the island no man heard his laugh or saw his grin. 
It was a strange friendship which these two crazy 
ones had for one another. 

After the burying was done, there was a great 
discussion about the meaning of the words which 
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the Old Man had written. Some thought they were 
mere wanderings of a diseased mind, while others 
maintained that they had a meaning, but that it was 
scarcely worth while to attempf to dive very deeply 
after it. Everyone had something to say. Alec 
alone remained silent, and ruffled his fingers 
thoughtfully through his shock of tangled red hair. 
I did not question him, but went to sleep trusting 
that his wits would work out some solution. 

When the sun had scarcely risen, and the night 
mists were still waving lazily over the harbour, a 
hand was laid on my shoulder, and I awoke to find 
my sworn shipmate standing over me. He bade 
me slip on my clothes and come down to the shore 
with him. 

''Jack," he said, when we had reached a path 
leading to the plateau above, "what's a serpent's 
trail?" 

** The mark of its nasty slime on the ground, which 
shows where it has passed," I answered promptly. 

" And what's a woodcock's trail ? " 

" Its g^ts. You've eaten them many a time, and 
should know. But why ? " 

" Again, Jack. What's a serpent's trail now ? " 

" Why, its insides, I suppose, if you will have it 
so," said I, not seeing in the least what he was 
steering for. 

" Good, Jack ! You'll make a lawyer yet And 
now, where shall we find our serpent ? " 

" In the woods, if there are any, though I believe 
the island's free of them." 
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" What do you say to a stone serpent ? " 

" What, one of those at the Temple comers ? " 

'* Yes ; the very one, perhaps, that you and Willie 
Trehalion turned into a Ix^e-house to frighten 
Spaniards. So stir your stumps. Jack, and perhaps 
we'll bring back some good news as sauce for break- 
fast" So away we walked tc^ether to the great 
temple on the black heights of the further cape of 
the island. 

We reached the platform, stepped through the 
old opening, and mounted the stair in the serpent's 
body. Scrawled on one of the walls we found 
a great " W," whose meaning I was at a loss to 
guess. 

Alec, however, as soon as he saw it, went down 
again, and made for the western comer of the 
temple. Here, after a lengthy search and careful 
sounding of the walls and floor, we discovered a 
loose slab of stone, and wrenching it up, descended 
to a chamber in the snake's gullet 

Sure enough there was more writing, and this 
time the meaning was quite plain. 

" Look in the bole of the tree wherein the boar 
sheltered which gored Jan Pengony his thigh." 

Now, fortunately, I had witnessed the incident 
referred to, and I thought I could lead the way to 
the tree. But it proved a long search, for my recol- 
lection of the place was not so clear as I had 
imagined ; but after working through one thomy 
breric after another vrithout success, at last, when 
{ the sun had just passed its meridian, I spied the tree. 
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We rushed towards it with beating hearts. 

The hollow was choked vrith sticks and leaves 
and such like rubbish ; but this we clawed away 
with eager hands, and came at last upon a case- 
bottle bound in wicker. Peering down the neck 
Alec said he saw a parchment, and breaking the 
glass without more ado, found that the letter was 
addressed to himself. It was written on the back 
of an old ship's manifest, and this is how it ran : — 

'' Dr. Lad, — The Day after thy Scourgi sailed, a 
small coasting Brig hove-to off the Mouth of Har- 
bour, and would have come in had I not hailed her 
with Threats. Whereupon she turned Tail Judged 
her Master would tell his Mates, and bring them in 
Force. Bethought me how to dbpose of Treasure. 
Schemed a Plan and executed it To repeat same, 
follow Ravine at Foot of Temple Hill, and find a 
poised Rock across Torrent Three-ply Block and 
Tackle shifts it Cave beyond then dry, forming 
Treasure Chamber. Chests and pouches lie in it 

" Am about to die, but will serve thee even in 
dying. Being in such evil Case, and being known 
by none, not even by such old Shipmates as 
Trehalion, Senior, and Pengony, did not, through 
very Shame, own Kinship before, but now subscribe 
myself, 

** Thy affectionate Father, 

"Henry Ireland. 

** PSSL^^^J^^' — Will hand thee my Share of 
^Treasure. Take sis Co-l^acy my Hate of Spaniards." 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

CONCLUDING STRANDS 

** Sail away. 

Hack away ^ 

Phmderf (Boom.) 
Gaiker all the valHabUs you am. 

Come back, 

Nothing lack, 

Tkundcrf (Boom.) 
Scatter all the momey Uke a man!* 

THE Bristol Merchants anchor has kissed Severn 
mud once more, and Willie Trehalion's song — 
sung, roared, and shouted in every variety of voice 
and key — is rising from the throats of her brown- 
faced crew, and compelling attention on the wharves 
and landing-stages of Bristol city. Aye, and 
throughout the whole town, too, for the verses are 
pointed with the boom of a big gun, while the end 
of the song itself is marked by a whole broadside. 

The )^ears of adventure and peril have come to 
an end at last; and now before the quill is laid 
aside and the ugly, uncompromising word Finis is 
scrawled across the bottom of the last page, a few 
more dips in the ink-horn will enable Captain 
Alexander Ireland's brave lads to make their bow, 
and march off the stage with ensign and pennants 
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flying. For John Topp prides himself on being too 
old a seaman to leave the strands of his yam lying 
littered about the decks, but prefers instead to see 
them snugly moused and pointed to an end. 

When the Bristol Merchant set out from the 
muddy Severn to seek adventure and gold in the 
far-away West, one hundred and one men, drunk 
and sober, had watched from her decks the black 
wavy line which marked the iron-bound coast of 
Devon, until it sank slowly beneath the horizon 
astern, and had then turned with hearts full of hope 
to follow the beckoning arms of the flashing sun as 
it dipped, all molten gold, into the waste of western 
waters. It was the beacon which told us that out 
there beyond the Atlantic rollers lay Manoa, the 
city whose streets were paved with gold 

Ah, but it lied ! That golden glory of the sunset 
was a will-o'-the-wisp which led all but a few of those 
hundred and one brave men to their death. Manoa 
has never yet enriched by so much as a piece of 
eight the many bold adventurers who have sought it 
Nor ever will; for, to my thinking at least, its 
golden wealth exists only in the hopes of the bold 
lads whom it leads to death. Aye, Manoa is but a 
dream city, and the story of Job Trehalion's tame 
ps^ran was but a Circe-song of death. 

There are some men who can be happy only when 
they are doing and daring. To enjoy the rewards 
of adventure past and peril safely braved is to them 
impossible. Only sword in hand and in the sharp 
gasping of battle do they breathe easily, and believe 
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that they really live. Now, I ask no better comrade 
than such a one, to stand by my side when the hot 
breath of a foe is surging in my face ; but ashore in 
a tavern or at supper in a Bristol mercer's house, a 
man may have a more congenial comrade. Of this 
restless sort was my sworn shipmate, Alexander 
Ireland, and before a month's mud and rust had 
gathered on the Bristol Merchants anchor flukes, he 
was at sea again, fighting in Captain Franky Drake's 
company against the enemies of England and Queen 
Bess. His father's legacy gave him funds and in- 
centive ; and before many months had passed, the 
Spanish mothers learned to use the terror of the 
great Captain Ireland's name to hush their fractious 
babes into silence. But of his deeds there is no need 
for me to tell ; they are written in the story of 
England's fame. 

Job Trehalion spent his prize-money in fourteen 
days, and then shipped for the Guinea coast, from 
which he has not yet returned. His uncle, after a 
shorter trial of dissipation, resolved to eschew the 
delights of sack and ale, and started a tavern to aid 
him in keeping his vow. The rest of the crew 
" scattered all their money like men," and then went 
afloat once more to collect a further supply for the 
same good purpose. It is the way of sailor men, 
and always vrill be. 

But there is still one person in this tale of whose 
fate I have not told ; and I had meant that there 
should be half-a-score more of chapters written to say 
how I sought her and won her. But she has read all 
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that I have written, and she refuses to form any 
further part in what she calls my tale of robbery and 
blood If I wish to tell how I sought her at Vigo, 
and found that she had gone, and how I finally 
tracked her to a convent at Grenada and stole her 
from the ward of the nuns, then, says she, I must 
write another tale of that alone. 

She is my wife ; I have bought a roll of paper 
and a score of quills, and could write the tale with 
easy glibness, if it were permitted me. But, as I say, 
Inez is my wife now, and so she must be obeyed. 



FINIS. 
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and a Map. Demy Zvo, lOf. 6r^ net, 
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subject. 

THE RELIEF OF KUMASI. By Captain H. C. J. Biss. 
With Maps and Illustrations. Crewn 8tv. 6s. 
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COMBB. Crown 8tv. ts. 

A BOOK OF BRITTANY. By S. Baring Gould. With 
numerous Illustrations. Crown wo, 6s. 
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NAPLES : PAST AND PRESENT. By A. H. Norway, 
Author of ' Highways and Byways in Devon and Cornwall.' With 
40 Illustradons by A. G. Fbrard. Crown Stv. 6s. 
In this book Mr. Norway gives not only a higfaljr interesting description of modem 
Naples but a historicalaocount of its antiquities and traditions. 
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THE PASSING OF THE GREAT QUEEN : A Tribute to the 
Noble Life of Victoria Redna. By Maris Corslli. Small ^.u. 
In this book Miss Marie Corelu endeavours to interpret the high lessons of the 
Queen's life and the secret of her extraordinary success. It is a book whkh deals 
not only with the personal factor, but also with the commencement of the new era 
which the death or the Queen has brought about. 
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A HISTORY OF EGYPT, FROM THE Earliest Times to 
THE Pksssnt DAT. Edited by W. M. Flindbks Pstkxb, D.CL., 
LL.D., I'Mfetior of EgyptoloQr at UnlTertity College. F^y lUns- 
trated. In Six Volumes. Cr ^w m 8tv. 6s, each. 
Vol. VI. Egypt in thb Middle Aobs. By Stamlbt Lanb- 
PooLB, M.A., LittD. 

A HISTORY OF THE CHURCH OF CYPRUS. By 
John Hackbtt, M.A. With Maps and Illustrations. Demy^nfo, 
iSj. net, 
A work which brings together all that b known on ^ salaject from the introduction 
of Christianity to me oommeacement of the British occnpatioo. A separate 
division deals with the local Latin Church during the period of the Vmtem 
Supremacy. 

A HISTORY OF THE JESUITS IN ENGLAND. By the 
Rev. E. L. Taunton. Demy Sw. 2Ij. net. 
This book b founded on original research, and c(Mitains much curious information 
from the stale papers and from private sources. The history closes ia the year 1773. 

THE LIFE OF MRS. LYNN LINTON. By G. S. Layard. 
With Portraits. Demy Sv0, 12s, 6tL 

THE LIFE OF SIR HARRY PARKES. By Stanley Lane- 
Poole. Crown 8tw. 6s, 

THE LAST OF THE GREAT SCOUTS (• Buffalo Bill.') By 
his sister HblbnCodtWetmoeb. With Illustrations. DemyZvo, 6s, 

A HISTORY OF THE MIDLAND. RAILWAY. By Clement 
Strbtton. With numerous lUustratioiis. Demy 8iw. 12s, 6d, 

BROTHER MUSICIANS: Reminiscemces of Edward and 
Walter Bache. By Constancb Bachb. Cr&wn %V9, 6s, net. 



Theology 



THE WAY OF HOLINESS : A Devotional Commentary on 
the 1 19th Psalm. By R. M. Bbnson» M. A. , of the Cowley Mission, 
Oxford. Crown Zvo, 5/. 

THE SUPERSENSUAL LIFE. By Jacob Behmen. Edited 
by Bbbnabd Holland. Fcap %vo, y, 6d, 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. Crown Svo. y. 6d, 

A new edition in large type of Dr. Bigg's weU-known translation, 

THE SOUL'S PILGRIMAGE: Devotional Readings from the 
published and unpublished writings of Gborob Body, D.D. 
SelectedandArrangedbyJ. H.Bi7aN,B.D. f^ttUo, Giitt^.2s,6eU 
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DanM)ooli0 of XCbeolon 

General Editor, A. Robbrtson, D.D., Principal of King's College, 
London. 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF RELIGION IN ENGLAND AND 
AMERICA. ByALPREDCALDECOTT, D.D. Demy^vo, los, 6d, 
A omplete history and descrsptioD of the various philosophies of religion which have 
been formulated durins ^^^ last few centuries in England and America. 

Zbc Xtbraris ot IDcvotion 

/W/ 9vc, Chth 25, ; leather 2s, 6d, net. 

THE PSALMS OF DAVID. With an Introduction and Notes 
by B. W. Randolph, M.A., Principal of the Theological CoU^e, 
Ely. 
A devotional and practical edition of the Frayer Book version of the Psalms. 

LYRA APOSTOLICA. With an Introduction by Canon ScoTT 
Holland, and Notes by H. C. Bsbching, M.A. 

THE INNER WAY. Selections from the Sermons of F. Tauler. 
Edited by A. W. HuTTON, M.A. 

Sbe Cbutcbman'e JStble 

General Editor, J. H. BURN. RD. 

Messrs. Methubn are issuing a series of expositions upon most of the books 
of the Bible. The volumes will be practical and devotional, and the text 
of the authorised version is explained in sections, which will correspond 
as far as possible with the Church Lectionary. 

ISAIAH. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. 2 vols. Fcap Zvo. 
2s, each net. 

THE EPISTLE OF ST. JAMES. Edited by H. W. Fulford. 
Fcap %V0, IX. 6d, net. 



Belles Lettres 
Aetbuen'0 Stan5at5 lAbtnx^ 

THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By GILBERT 
Whitb. Edited by L. C. Mi ALL, F.R.S., assisted by W. Ward 
Fowlbr, M.A. Crown $1/0. 6s. 

THE JOURNAL TO STELLA. By Jonathan Swift. 
Edited by G. A. Aitkbn, M.A. Crffwn tvo. 61. 
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X4ttle JSio^apbies 

Fcap. 8v0. Eaih Voiume^ cloth 31. 6d, ; leather 41. net. 

THE LIFE OF SAVONAROLA. By E. L. S. HORSBURGH, 

M.A. With Portraits and Illustrations. 

TTbe X4ttle (Buides 

PoU Svo. Chthy 3J. ; leather^ y. (td. net, 

THE MALVERN COUNTRY. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc, 
F.R.S. Illustrated by E. H. New. 
This book, besides dealing with Malvern and its hills, will treat of such places of 
interest as can easily be ^tited from that centre. The cathedral cities of Worcester 
and Hereford, witn Uieir history, will be described. The great abbeys of 
Tewkesbnry and Pershore and smaller places of beauty and historic note, such as 
Deerhurst, Birtsmorton, and Ledbury, will also receive attention. 

tTbe HQlotliB ot Sbafieapeate 

New volume uniform with Professor Dowden's HmmUt. 

KING LEAR. Edited by W. J. Craig. Dmny 8m 3^. td. 

TTbe ViopclB Ot Cbarles 2)icfien6 

With Introductions by George Gissing, Notes by F. G. Kitton, 

and Illustrations. 

Crown %oo* Each Volume^ eloth 31. nety leather 41. 6d, net, 

OLD CURIOSITY SHOP. With Illustrations by G. M. 
Brimelow. 7\do volumes, 

BARNABY RUDGE. With Illustrations by Beatrice 
Alcock. Two volumes. 

Cbe Xtttle Xfbtati^ 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravnre Frontispieces. 
Pott 9vo. Each Volume^ eloth is, 6d, net, ; leather 2s, 6d, net, 

SELECTIONS FROM WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowell 
C. Smith, Fellow of New College, Oxford. 

SELECTIONS FROM WILLIAM BLAKE. Edited by 
M. Pbrugini. 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Translated by H. F. 
Cary. Edited by Paget Toynbee, M.A. 
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PRIDE AND PREJUDICE. By Jane Austen. Edited by 
E. V. Lucas. Taw Vohtmi s . 

PENDENNIS. By W. M. THACKERAY. Edited l^ S. Gwynn. 
TTkru volumes, 

LAVENGRO. By Georoe Borrow. Edited by F. Hindes 
Groomb. T'wo volumes. 



General Literature 



A GARDEN DIARY. By the Hon. Emily Lawless. Demy^vo, 
7j. 6d. tui. 
In tbU book, Miss Lawless, who if a distingaasbod anateur, gives her experiences 
of the delists and sorrows of a garden. 

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE LATCH. By Sara 
Jbannbttx Duncan (Mrs. Cotes), Author of 'A Voya^ of Con- 
solation.' Crown Svo, 6s. 
In this delightful book Mrs. Cotes recounts her experiences and impressioas of an 
Indian nrden. It is a book similar in character to ' Elizabeth and her German 
Garden? 

THE BRITISH GARDENER AND AMATEUR. By W. 
Williamson, niiistrated. Vennjf 9vo, los, td, 

A corai^ete handbook of horticulture by a well-known expert. 

EFFICIENCY AND EMPIRE. By Arnold White. Crown 
%vo. 6x. 
Tbia book desk with National and Departmental iDeffidency, and the root causes of 
the muddle that seems inheren t in our public affairs. In the preparation of this 
book Mr. Amcdd White has had the advantagt of consulting many of the most 
successful bttsinesa organisers of the day, and oonseoueatly the remedial and 
constructive side of the problem is principally dealt with. 

A KEY TO NOTANDA QUi€DAM. FcapZvo. 2s.net, 

PRACTICAL LICENSING REFORM. By the Hon. Sidney 
Pbbl, late Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford, and Secretary to the 
Royal Commission on the licensing Laws. Crown %vo is, 6d, 
This book gives in a handy form the results of the present licensing system and the 
proposed^ tefonns which are now being urged as a result of the report of the 
Commission. 

Sporting Books 

THE ENGLISH TURF. By Charles Richardson. With 

over fifty Illustrations and Plans. J>em^ 800. 15/. 

This book describes the evolutioa of ladng and the racehorK of to-day. It deals 

minutely with the lines of blood, the principal racecourses, trainers, jockeys, 

stM^a-chasing, and, in fact, with every detail of racing under modem conditions. 

THE LIGHTER SIDE OF CRICKET. By Captain Phiup 
Trevor. Illustrated. Crown 9vo. 6s, 

A book dealing with the humours and comedies of the national pastime. 
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Scientific 



diseases of the heart. By E. H. Colbeck, M.D. 
With numerous Illustrations. Demy Bva, 12s. 

DRAGONS OF THE AIR. By H. G. Seeley, F.R.S. With 
manv lUostrations. Crown Svc, 6s, 
A popouur history of the most remarkable flying animals which ever lived. Their 
rektaons to mammals, birds, and reptiles, living and extinct, are shown by an 
original series of illustrations. The scattered remains preserved In Europe and 
the United States have been put together accurately to show the varied forms of 
the animals. The book b a natural history of these cxtioct animals, which flew 
by means of a single finger. 



Fiction 



THE SACRED FOUNT. By Henry James, Author of 

* What Maisie Knew. ' Crvww 8cv. 6s, 
A GREAT LADY. By Adeline Sergeant, Author of ' The 

Story of a Penitent Soul.' Cromn %vo, 6s, 

THE FROBISHERS. By S. Baring-Gould. Crown Svo, 6s, 

A STATE SECRET. By B. M. Croker, Author of * Peggy 
of the Bartons,' etc Crown Stw, y, 6d. 
A volume of stories. 

THE SUPREME CllIME. By Dorothea Gerard. Crown 

Svo, 6s, 
A SECRETARY OF LEGATION. By Hope Dawlish. 

Crown Svo, 6s, 
PRINCE RUPERT THE BUCCANEER. By C. J. CUTCUFFR 

Hyne, Author of • Captain Kettle.' Illustrated. Crown Svo, 6s, 
A narrative of the romantic adventures of the famous Prince Rupert, and of his 

exploits in the Spanish Indies after the CromwelUan wars. 

A NARROW WAY. By Mary Findlater, Author of • Over 

the Hills.' Croum Svo, 6s, 
TALES THAT ARE TOLD. By J. Helen Findlater, 

Author of * The Green Graves of Balgowne,' and Mary Findlatir. 

Crown Szw, 6s, 
THE THIRD FLOOR. By Mrs. Dudeney, Author of * Folly 

Comer.' Crown Svo, 6s. 
A vivacious and romantic story of modem life, introducing many scenes of modem 

journalism. 

THE SALVATION SEEKERS. By Noel Ainslie. Crown 
Svo. 6s, 

STRANGE HAPPENINGS. By W. Clark Russell and 
other Authors. Crown Svo. 6s. 

THE REDEMPTION OF D.AVID CORSON. By C. F. 
Goss. Crown Svo. 6s. 
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THE BLACK WOLFS BREED. By Harris Dickson. 
Illustrated. Crown 8tv. 6j. 

BELINDA FITZWARREN. By the Earl of Iddesleigh. 
Crown Svo. 6s, 

THE LOST REGIMENT. By Ernest Glanville, Author of 
* The Kloof Bride.' Crown 8w7. y, 6cL 

BUNTER^S CRUISE. By Charles Gleig. Illustrated. 
Crown 8fv. 31. 6d. 

THE ADVENTURE OF PRINCESS SYLVIA. By Mrs 
C. N. Williamson. Crown %vo, y. 6</. 

Ube Tlopelidt 

A monthly series of novels by popular authors at Sixpence. Each 
Number is as long as the average Six Shilling Novel. Numbers I. to 
XIX. are now ready : — 

XVIII. IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. Robert Barr. 

XIX. HIS GRACE. W. E. Norris. 

XX. DODO. E F. Benson. 

XXL CHEAP JACK ZITA. S. Baring Gould. 

[May. 
XXII. WHEN VALMOND CAME TO 

PONTIAC. Gilbert Parker. 

XXIII. THE HUMAN BOY. Eden Phillpotts. 

l/uiy. 

XXIV. THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO. Anthony Hope. 

XXV. BY STROKE OF SWORD. Andrew Balfour. 

XXVI. KITTY ALONE S. Baring Gould. 

Aetbuen'0 Sispenni? Xibtars 

NEW VOLUMES 

THE GREEN GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. Jane H. Findlater. 

[ApriL 
THE STOLEN BACILLUS. H. G. Wells. [May. 

MATTHEW AUSTIN. W. E. Norris. [June. 

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON. Dorothea Gerard. [July. 
THE MUTABLE MANY. Robert Barr. [August. 

THE WAR WITH THE BOERS. With Maps and Plans. By 
H. SiDEBOTHAM. (Double Number, IS.) [September, 
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PUBLICATIONS 



Poetry 



EndytrdXlidixif. BARRACK-ROOM 
BALLADS. Bv RuDTARD Kipling. 
6SiA Thousand, Crown Bvo, 6s. 
LeaHUr, 6s» mt, 

' Mr. Kipling's verse is strong, vivid, full 
of character. . . . Uninisukeable genius 
rings in every line.'— Timgt. 

' The ballads teem with imagination, they 
palpitate with emotion, we read diem 
witn langhter and tears ; the metres throb 
in cor pulses^ the cunningly ordered 
words tingle with life ; and u this be not 
poetry, what is ? '^Pail Mall GaxttU. 

Bn^ard nidinff. THE SEVEN 
SEAS. By RuDTARD Kipling. 
57/* Thousand, Cr, Bvo. Buchram, 
gilt top, 6s, Leather, 6s, net, 

' The Empire has found a singer ; it is no 
depreciation of the songs to say that 
statesmen may have, one way or other, 
to take account of th.tm,'~-Mmtich4st4r 
Gumrdian, 

'Animated through and through with in* 
dubitable genius.'— 2)«£> Tttegraph, 

••a" POEMS AND BALLADS. By 
••Q." CrownZtfo, 3s. 6d. 

"Q." GREEN BAYS: Verses and 
Parodies. By'*Q." Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. $;. 6d, 

B.lU^kay. A SONG OF THE SEA. 
By Eric Mack ay. Second Edition. 
Fcap. Bvo. 5J. 



H. IbMB. BRAND. A Drama by 
Henrik Ibsen. Translated by 
WiLUAM Wilson. Third Edition. 
Crown Bvo, y. 6d. 

A.D.aodl67. LYRAFRIVOLA. Bv 

A. D. GODLET, M.A.. Fellow of 

Mac dalen College, Oxford. Third 

Edition. Pott Bvo. 2s. 6d, 

'Combines a pretty wit with remarkably 

neat versification. . . . Every one will 

wish there was more of it.'— Timet, 

A.D.aodle7. VERSES TO ORDER. 
By A. D. GoDLET. Crown Bvo. 
2J. 6d. net. 
'A cafutal specimen of light academic 
poetry.'—^/. Jamet't Gtuetie, 

J. O. Oordary. THE ODYSSEY OF 
HOMER. A Translation by J. G. 
CORDERT. Crown Bvo, 71. 6d. 

HtrlMrt TNOfib. DEIRDRE WED: 

and Other Poems. By Herbert 

Trench. Crown Bvo. 51. 

'A noUble poem. "Deirdre Wed" will 

secure for Mr. Trench an acknowledged 

place — ^and a high place— among coi^ 

temporary poets.^-^/. Jamue't Gaeette. 

Edgar Wallace. WRIT IN BAR- 
RACKS. By Edgar Wallace. 
Crown Bvo. y. 6d. 
* As good as soldier songs can \M.*~-Daify 

Chroniele. 
'Soldier rhymes with much humour and 
pathos. ' — Otttlifok. 

2 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



lO 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



Belles Lettres, Anthologies, etc. 



B. L BtefMlMiL VAILIMA LET- 
TERS. Bt Robert Louis Steven- 
son. With an Etched Portrait by 
William Strang. Third BdiHw. 
Crown Svo, Buckrttm, 6s. 
' A fiudnatin^ \>Qick.* ^StMtdard, 
' Unique in lAtitntoxe,'~~Da£/f CkramieU. 

awyndluun. THE POEMS OF WIL- 

LIAM SHAKESPEARE. Edited 

with an Introduction and Notes by 

George Wyndham, M.P. Deti^ 

Svo, Buckram, gilt top. los. 6d, 

This action contains the * Venns,' ' Locrece/ 

and Sonnets, and is pre&oed with an 

elaborate introduction of over 140 pp. 

'We have no hesitadoo in describing Mr. 

George Wsmdham's iatrodnctioo as a 

mastorlyjpiece of criticism, and all who 

love our Eliabethan literature will find a 

very garden of delight in it. '-^/ottatff, 

Bdward FltiQeraUL THE RUBAI- 
YAT OF OMAR KHAYYAM. 

Translated by Edward FitzObrald. 
With a Commentary by H. M. 
Batson, and a Biography of Omar by 
E. D. Ross. 6s, Also an Edition 
on laiige paper limited to 50 copies* 
' Both introduction and oommeatary are ex* 

cellent' — Rm€t» ^Wetk, 
' One of the most desirable of the numy re- 
prints ofOmar.*—<Um^g9m Hgrmid. 

W. B. Htnley. ENGLlisH LYRICS. 

Selected and Edited by W. E. 

Henley. Crown Bvo. Gilt top, 

y.6d, 

* It ua body of choice and lovely poetry.*— 

'Birmitiiikmm Gmaettt. 

Hniley tnd Whlbley. A BOOK OF 
ENGLISH PROSE. CoUected by 
W. E. Henley and Charles 
Whibley. Crown Svo. Buckram, 
gilt top, 6s, 

H. a Beeoidiiff. LYRA SACRA: An 

Anthology of Sacred Verse. Edited 

by H. C. Bebcring, M.A. Crown 

%vo. Buckram, 6s, 

*A charming selection, which maintains a 

lofty standard of excellence/— TiWrr*. 



«a" THE GOLDEN POMP. A Pro- 
cession of English Lyrics. Arranged 
by A. T. QtmxER Couch. Crown 
8tw. Buckram, 6s, 

W. B.T6ftta. AN ANTHOLOGY OF 

IRISH VERSE. Edited by W. B. 

Yeats. Rtvistd and Enlarged 

Edition, Crown Svo, y. 6d, 

'An attractive and catholic selection.'— 

Timrs. 

aw. 8te6V«ni. MONOLOGUES OF 

THE DEAD. By G. W. Steevens. 

Foolscap Bvo, ss, 6d, 
W, K. Dizon. A PRIMER OF 

TENNYSON. By W. M. DixON. 

M.A. Cr, Bvo, os. 6d, 

* Much sound and well.expressed criticism. 

The bibliography u a hooD,''^pmktr, 

W. A. OnJgiA. A PRIMER OF 
BURNS. By W. A. Craigie. 
Crown Bvo, sj. 6d. 
' A valuable addilioo to the literature of the 
poet.'— 7)MMr. 

LKagMU. A PRIMER OP WORDS- 
WORTH. By Laurie Magnus. 
Crown Bvo, os. 6d. 

* A valuable contribution to Wordsworthiaa 

literature. '—Litcratun, 

Bteme. THE LIFE AND OPINIONS 
OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. By 
Lawrence Sterne. With an In- 
troduction by Charles Whibley. 
and a Portrait, a vols, 71. 

Qoaam, THE COMEDIES OF 
WILLIAM CONGREVE. With an 
Introduction by G. S. Street, and 
a Portrait. 2 %fols. js, 

Korter. THE ADVENTURES OF 
HAJJI BABA OF ISPAHAN. By 
James Morier. With an Introduc- 
tion b^ E G. Browne, M.A. and a 
Portrait, a vols, 71. 

Walton. THE LIVES OF DONNE. 
WOTTON. HOOKER, HERBERT 
AND SANDERSON. By IZAAK 
Walton. With an Introduction hf 
Vernon Blackburn, and a Por- 
trait 3^. 6d. 
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XI 



THE LIVES OF THE 
ENGLISH POET& Bjr SAKincL 
JOHMSOif, LL.D. With an Intro- 
duction by J. H. MiLLAB» and a Por- 
trait 3 veh, los, 6d, 

Bum. THE POEMS OF ROBERT 
BURNS. Edited by Andxbw Lano 
and W. A. Craigib. With Portrait 
Second Edition, Demy 8f«, jvV/ top, 
dr. 



'Aiatag aditioiu ia om voloaut this vUI 
take tht pkot of ■m hotky.'— r^wf. 

F. Luglirldgt. BALLADS OF THE 
BRAVE ; Poems of Chivalry, Enter- 
prise, Courage, and Constanqr. 
Edited by Rev. F. Langbrizx;b. 
Second Edition, Cr, 8tv. v. 6d, 
SeMmi Edition, af . 6/. 
'Th« book i« fall of sploadki thiocs.'- 
IVorU. 



Aetbueif SUndar5 X4btats 



OibhWL MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE 
AND WRlTINOa By Edward 
Gibbon. Edited, with an Introduc- 
tion and Notes, by G. Birkbeck 
Hill, LL.D. Crown 9vo. 6s, 
' An adminble edition of one of the most 
interesdng personal^ records of a literary 
life. Its notes and its numerous appen- 
dices are a repertory of ahaost all tttat 
can be known about Gibbon.'— if ««• 
Chester GtMrdimn, 

Gibbon. THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OI^THE ROMAN EMPIRE 
By Edward Gibbon. A New Edi- 
tion, Edited with Notes, Appendices, 
and Maps, by I. B. Bury, LLD., 
Fellow of Trinity College, Dublin. 
In Seven Volumes. Demy Zvo. Gilt 
top, 8j. 6d. each. Also Cr. Zvo. dr. 
each. 
'At last there is aa a 4eqqate modern option 
of Gibbon. . . . The boat oditioD the 
nineteenth oentury could produce.— 
Mmnchetier Gumrdimm. 
* A great piece of tdmn^.'— Academy. 
' The greatest of English, perhaps of all, 
historians has never been pr^ented to 
the public in a more conveniott and 
attractive form. No higher praise can 
be bestowed upon Professor Bury than 



to say, as may be said with truth, that 
he b worthy of beimr ranked with Ouizot 
and Milman.'— Z>«»y Newt. 
li^SOX^ LA COMMEDIA DI 
DANTE ALIGHIERL The ItaUan 
Text edited by Paget Toynbbe, 
M.A. Crown Zvo. 6s, 
*A carefully-revised text, printed with 
beautiful clearness.'— (?lB^v«r HeraUL 
a a Cnonp. THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF THOMAS ELL- 
WOOD. Edited by C. G. Crump, 
M.A. Crown %vo. 6s, 
This edition is the only one which contains 
the complete book as ori|;inallv pub- 
Ushed. It contains a long Introaucdon 
and many Footnotes. 
1%iib7B0IL the EARLY poems of 
ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON, 
Edited, with Notes and an Introduc- 
tion by J. Churton Collins, M.A. 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 
An elaborate edition of the celebrated 
volume which was published in ibt 
final and definidve form in 1853. This 
edittoo contains a long Introdoclion and 
copious Notes, textuiJ and eitplanatory. 
It also contains in an Appendix bU 
the Poems which Tennyson afteruards 
omitted. 



tTbe URorliB ot Sbalieepeate 

General Editor, Edward Dowden, Litt. D. 

Messrs. Mbthubn have in preparation an Edition of ^lakespeare in 
single Plays. Each play will be edited with a full Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 
The first volume is : 

HAMLET. Edited b, EdwabD j JSa^^S^^MS* ^TI'SST^ 

' " BMd require.'— ^S>#«Arr. 



DoWDBN. Demy 8tv. 31. 6d. 



*Ao admirable edition. 



A comely ' 



'Hamlet" , 

' Fully up to the level of recent scholarship, 
both Enslikb and German.'—^ca.^/////. 
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ROMEO AND JULIET. Edited by 
Edwaxd Dowdbn, LittD. Dtmy 
8w. 3f.6A 

'The •dadoo pfomiMstobeoneoftbe best 
extant.'— <rAmw Htrmld, 



* No cdidoBof ShakeipesreisUkdytoprave 
more attractive »nd MfirfMtnry than this 
one. It It beantafiilly printed and paced 
and handiomely and simply bound.*— 
St Jmmui't GmMttU, 



Cbe novels or abarles SHchens 

Cf^nvw Stw. -£«* Volunu^ cloth y, net ; leather 41. 6rf. «^/. 

Messrs. Mbthubn have in preparation an editionof those novels of Charles 
Dickens which have now passed out of copyright. Mr. George Gissing. 
whose critical study of Dickens is both sjmpAthetic and acute, has written an 
Introduction to each of the books, and a very attractive feature of this edition 
will be the illustrations of the old houses, inns, and buildings, which Dickens 
described, and which have now in many instances disappeared under the 
touch of modem civilisation. Another Suable feature will be a series of 
topographical and general notes to each book by Mr. F. G. Kitton. The books 
will be produced with the greatest care as to printing, paper and binding. 

The first volumes are : 
THE PICKWICK PAPERS. With 

Illustrations by E. H. New. Two 

Voluwus, 



* As pleasant a copy as any one could deure. 
The notes add much to the value of the 
edition, and Mr. New's iUustrations are 
also historical. The volumes promise well 
for the success of the td\i\oxx,'—Sc0ttman. 



NICHOLAS NICKLEBY. With 
Illustrations by R. J. Wiluams. 
Ttoo Volumes, 

BLEAK HOUSE. With IUustrations 
by Beatrice Alcock. Tico volumes. 

OLIVER TWIST. With Illustrations 
by G. H, New, 



Xfttle JSiO0tapbte0 

Fcap. 8zw. Each volume^ clothe 31. 6d, 
Messrs. Methuen are publishing a new series bearing the above title. 
Each book will contain the biography of a character famous in war, art, 
literature or science, and will be written by an acknowledged expert. The 
books will be charmingly produced and will be well illustrated. They 
will make delightful gift books. 

THE LIFE OF DANTE ALIGHIERI. By Paget Toynbee. With la 
Illustrations. 
' This excellent little volume is a clear, cmnpact, and convenient summary of the whole 
tvAi}tct.*— Academy. 

;n)e Xittle X4bnice 

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces. 

P9tt 8fw. Each Volume^ cloth u, 6d. net^ leather 2s, 6cL net. 

* Altoi^ether good to look upon, and to handle.'— 0a(//M/l. 

* In pnnting. binding, lightness, etc, this is a perfect wtnta.'— Pilot. 

* It u difficult to c<mcetve more attractive volumes.'— J/. Jmme*'* Gmutte. 

* Very delicious little hooks.'— Litermturt, 
*■ Dehghtful editions.'— i?«e»n^ 

* Exceedingly tastefully produced.'— ilf^nwii^f Leader. 

VANITY FAIR. By W. M. Thackeray. With an Introduction by S. Gwtnn. 
Three Volumes. 
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THE princess. ByALFWiD. Lord 
Tbnntson. Edited by Euzabbth 

WOIDSWOITH. 

INMEMORIAM. By Alfssd. Lord 
Tbnntson. Edited, with an Intro- 
duction and Notes, by H. C BsxCH- 
INO, M.A. 

THE EARLY POEMS OF ALFRED, 
LORD TENNYSON. Edited by J. 
C. Collins, M.A. 

MAUD. By Alfred, Lord Tenny- 
son. Edited by Elizabeth Words- 
worth. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 

LYRICS. With Notes. 
EOTHEN. By A. W. Kinglake. 

With an Introduction and Notes. 



CRANFORD. By Mr^ Gaskblu 
Edited by E. V. Lucas. 

THE INFERNO OF DANTE. Trans- 
lated by H. F. Gary. Edited by 
Paget Toynbss. 

JOHN HALIFAX. GENTLEMAN. 
By Mrs. Craik. Edited by Annie 
Mathbson. Tioo voluwus. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF SCOTTISH 
VERSE. Arranged and edited by 
T. F. Henderson. 

A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH 
PROSE. Arranged and edited by 
Mrs. P. A Barnbtt. 



Sbe X4ttle (Bulges 

Pott %vOy cloth y. ^ leatJUr, 31. 6d. mt. 



OXFORD AND ITS COLLEGES. 
By J. Wells, M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of Wadham College. Illus- 
trated by E.H. New. Fourth EtUHon. 

' An admirable and accurate little treadae, 
attracdTely illustrated.'— ff^#riU: 

CAMBRIDGE AND ITS COL- 
LEGES. By A. Hamilton Thomp- 
son. Illttstrated by E. H. New. 

' It is brightly written and learned, and is 
Just such a book as a cultured visitor 
needs.'— 5'c»<MmMt. 

SHAKESPEARE'S COUNTRY. By 
B. C. WiNDLB, F.R.S., M.A. lUus- 
tratedbyE.H.NEW. Socoud Edition, 

* One of the most charming guide books. 
Both for the library and as a travellhig 
OMnpanipn the book is equally choice 
and 9erviceable.'~^r»rfrav. 



SUSSEX. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. 
Illustrated by E. H. New. 

' A charming little book ; as full of sound 
information as it is practical in concep- 
tion.'—^ thotuntm. 

' Accurate, complete, and agreeably written.' 
^Litgrmhtrt, 



WESTMINSTER ABBEY. ByG.E. 
Troutbeck. lUustrated by F. D. 
Bbdiord. 

*A delightlbl miniature hand-book.'— 

Glmsgom Hormid. 
* la co imd inest, and perhaps in complete- 

oest, this work must take the iSrst 

' ▲ nally int-rata guide-book.*— 

Litgrmturg, 
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Illustrated and Gift Books 



Bdwin CnasffOW. SKETCHES OF 
WADHAM COLLEGE. OXFORD. 
By Edwin Glasgow, ai. 6d, net. 

TtimyiOIL THE EARLY POEMS 
OF ALFRED. LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction by J. Churton 
COLUNS. M.A. With lo Illustra 
tions in Photogravure by W. E. F. 
Britten. Demy^vo, los, 6d,- 
*The illustrations have refinement and 

l e ser v e and are finely composed.'— 

Literaturt. 

OelettBuigtM. GOOPSANDHOW 
TO BE THEM. By Gelett 
Burgess. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Small 4I0, 6s, 

* An amwsing volume. ' — GUugmu Hermld, 
'The illustrations are particularly good.'— 

SpeeUt0r, 

CMleUBuigtM. THE LIVELY 
CITY OF LIGG. By Gelett 
Burgess. With 53 Illustrations, 
8 of whidi are coloured. Small ^to. 
61. 
'Lively indeed . . . Medeni.in the ex- 
treme, and inKmous. this picture-story- 
book should win warm appxovaL'— /'a// 
MaUGmsette. 

PhU May. THE PHIL MAY 
ALBUM, ito. df. 
'There is a laugh in each dvawing.*— 
Stmndmrd, 

A. H. mine. ULYSSES ; OR. DE 
ROUGEMONT OF TROY. De- 
scribed and depktod bv A. H. Milne. 
Small fttarU. y. 6a, 

* Clever, droll, smMxV'^Ctiardimm, 

BdmnadMou. TOMMY SMITH'S 
ANIMALS. By EDMUND SfiLOlTS. 
IlhastratedtiyG.W.ORD. ^a^,$vo. 
2S. 6d, 
A little book designed tp teach children 
respect and reverence Tor animals. 
A quaint, fascinating licde b»dk : a nor- 
•ery dtiaiAc'^Atktmmmm, 



8. Barlnff Gkmld. THE CROCK OF 
GOLD. Fairy Stories told by S. 
Baring Gould. Crown %vo, 6r. 

' Twelve delightful fiury tales. '—/^mwA. 

ILLOwyim. A BIRTHDAY BOOK. 

Arranged and Edited by M. L. 

GwYNN. Demy Zvo, laj. 6d, 

Thb is a birthday-book of exceptioaal 

dignity, and the extracts have been 

chosen with particular care. 

John BonyaiL THE PILGRIM'S 
PROGRESS. By John Bunyan. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by C H. 
Firth, M.A With 30 Illustrations 
by R. Anning Bell. Croum^vo. 6s, 
* The best " Pilgrim's Progress."'— 

Edmcati^nal Timet. 

F.D.B6dftod. NURSERY RHYMES. 
With many Coloured Pictures by F. 
D. Bedford. Super Royal %vo, 
as,6d, 

8. Barinff CtoiUd. A BOOK OF 
FAIRY TALES retold by a Baring 
Gould. With numeroiis Illustra- 
tions and Initial Letters by Arthur 
J. Gaskin. Second Edition, Cr, 8vo. 
Btfckram, 6s, 

a. Uxfng Orald. OLD ENGUSH 
FAIRY TALES CoUected and 
edited by S. Baring Gould. With 
Numerous Illustrations by F. D. 
Bedford. Second Edition, Cr, Zvo. 
Bnckram. 6s, 
• A charming volume.' — Gtutrdimn, 

8. Barliur Ctonld. A BOOK OF 
NURSERY SONGS AND 
RHYMES. Edited by S. Baring 
Gould, and Illustrated by the Bir- 
mingham Art School Bvckram, gilt 
top. Crown 8xw. 6s, 

S. a BtlwllllTig. A BOOK OF 
CHRISTMAS VERSE. Edited by 
H. C. Bbechino. M.A. and Illus- 
trated by Walter Crank. Cr.Zvo, 
gilt top, y,6d. 
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History 



PUnders Petrto. A HISTORY OF 
EGYPT.FROM THE Earlibst Times 
TO THE Pebsbnt Day. Edited by 
W. M. Flinders Pbtrie, D.C.L., 
LL.D., Professor of Egyptology at 
UnivcrsityCollege. Fully iUuttrated. 
In Six yolumis. Cr. 8cw. 6s, tack. 

Vol. I. Prehistoric Times to 
XVITH Dynastt. W. M. F. 
Petrie. Fntrtk MdiH^m. 

Vol. II. The XVIIth and 

XVIIlTH Dynasties. W. M. 

F. Petrie. Tkird Edition, 
Vol. IV. The Egypt of the 

Ptolemies. J. P. Mahaffy. 
Vou V. Roman Egypt. J. G. 

Milne. 

* A histonr written lo the iptrit of identific 

nracMoo so worthily repmooted by Dr. 
Potrie and Us scImoI cannot bat pro- 
mou sound and aecorato study, and 
•apply a racant place in the English 
liumton of Egyiiology.*— TViww. 

FUndan Pvtrlt. REUGION AND 
CONSCIENCE IN ANCIENT 
EGYPT. Bhr W. M. Flinders 
Petrib, D.C L , LL. D. FuUy Illus- 
trated. Cfvwn Bvo, 2S. 6d, 

* The lectares will afford a fond of valoable 

information for stodeots of ancient 
ethics.'— JfMcA«fl#r GmmrHmn. 

madnt P«tli«. SYRIA AND 
EGYPT. FROM THE TELL EL 
AMARNA TABLETS. By W. M. 
Fundrrs Petrie, D.C.L., LL.D. 
Crown 8m. at. 6d, 

* A marvellous record. The addition made 
to our knowledge is nothing short of 

' C'— TYotm. 



FUndtti Pvtrto. EGYPTIAN TALES. 

Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrib. 

Illustrated by Tristram Ellis. In 

Two Volumes, Cr. 8tv. y. 6d. each, 

* Inralaable as a picture of life in Palestine 

and EgypL'^Dmify Ntms, 



iPttriA. EGYPTIAN DECO- 
RATIVE ART. By W. M. Flin- 
ders Petrie. With zao lUustratioiis. 
Cr, 8tw. 3J. td, 

* la these lectores he displays rart skill in 
elaca^aingthe development of decora- 
tire art in Egypt.'— TVmm. 

aw. Oman. A HISTORY OF THE 
ART OF WAR. VoL n. : The 
Middle Ases, from the Fourth to the 
Fourteenm Century. By C. W. 
Oman. M.A., Fellow of All Souls*. 
Oxford. lUustrated. DemySvo, au. 

*The whole art of war in iu historic croln- 
tk» has noTcr been treated on such an 
ample and oomprehensiTe scale, and we 
question if any recent contribution to 
the exact history of the world has pos- 
sessed more enduring value.*— /?4w(r 

8. Baring Gould. THE TRAGEDY 
OF THE CiESARa With nume- 
rous IllustratioDs from Busts, Gems. 
CanKBot, etc. By S. Barinq Goxjld. 
Fifth Edition, Royl^vo, xy. 
'A most splendid and flacinati ng book on a 
subject of undying interest. The greet 
feature of the book is the use the author 
has made of the existing portraits of 
the Caesars and the adimxable cridcal 
subtlety he has exhibited in dealing with 
this line of research. It is briUiaatly 
written, and the illustrations are sup- 
plied on a scale of profuse magmficeoce.' 
^DmOfChromUk, 

P. W. KalUaiid. CANON LAW IN 
ENGLAND. By F. W. Maitland, 
LL.D., Downing Professor of the 
Laws of England in the UniTersity 
of Cambridge. Royal ^/vo. js.bd. 

Professor Maitland has put students of 
English law under a fresh debt. These 
essays are landmarks in the study of ihc 
history of Canon Law.'— 7*/»f«. 
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H. de B. OlbUnB. INDUSTRY IN 
ENGLAND : HISTORICAL OUT- 
LINES. By H. DB a GiBBINS, 
Litt.D., M.A. With 5 Maps. Se- 
cond ReUHon. Demy 8vo. zor. &f. 

H. S. Bgttrton. A HISTORY OF 
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. 
By H. E. Egbrton, M.A Demy 
Bvo, lax. 6d, 

' It is a good book, distinguished by acca> 
racT in detail, dear arrangement of facts, 
and a broad grasp of princsples.'— 
MattehesUr Gumrdum. 



Albert 80NL THE EASTERN 
QUESTION IN THE EIGH- 
TEENTH CENTURY. ByALBEBT 
SORBL. Translated by F. C. Bram- 
WBLL. M.A Cr. 8w. 3^. 6d. 

0. H. Orlnlliiff. A HISTORY OF 
THE GREAT NORTHERN RAIL- 
WAY, 1845-05. By C. H. Grin- 
ling. With Illustrations. Demy Zvo, 
10s, 6d, 

Mr. Grinling has done for a Railway what 
Macaolay did for English History.'— 
The Enfineer. 

W. Sterry. ANNALS OF ETON 
COLLEGE. By W. Stbrry, M. A 
With numerous Illustrations. Demy 
Bvo, 71. 6d, 

' A treasury of qoaint and interesting read- 
ing. Mr. Sterry has by his skul and 
vivacity given these records new life.'— 
Academy, 

O.W.Fitfier. ANNALS OF SHREWS- 
BURY SCHOOL. By G. W. 
FiSHBR, M.A A^th numerous Illus- 
trations. Demy Bvo. lor. 6d, 
'This careful, erudite book.' — Daify 

* A book of which Old Salopians are sore 
to be proud.'— {;/0ij«. 

J.BargMimt ANNALS OF WEST- 
MINSTER SCHOOL. By J. Sar- 
GBAUNT, M.A With numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 7s, 6d. 



A dirk. THE COLLEGES OF 
OXFORD : Their History and their 
Traditions. Edited by A. Clark, 
M.A, Fellow of Lincoln College. 
Stfo, 12s. 6d, 

*A work which will be appealed to for 
many years as the standard book.*— 
Ai/kemteum, 

T. H TRjlor. A CONSTITUTIONAL 
AND POLITICAL HISTORY OF 
ROME. By T. M. Taylor. M. A.. 
Fellow of Gonville and Caius College, 
Cambridge. Crown Svo, 71. 6d, 

* We fully recognise the value of this care- 
fully written work, and admire especially 
the filinwss and sobriety of his jnd^oMnt 
and the human interest with whidi he 
has inatMred a subject which in some 
hands oecomes a mere series of cold 
abstractions. It is a work that will be 
stimulating to the student of Roman 
history.'— i4 tMetumm. 

J. Went A SHORT HISTORY OF 
ROME. By J. Wells. M.A., 
Fellow and Tutor of Wadham ColL, 
Oxford. TJdrd Bdition. With 3 
Maps. Crown Zvo, y, 6d» 

This book is intended for the Middle and 
Upper Forms of Public Schools and for 
Pass Students at the Universides. It 
contains copious Tables, etc. 

'An original work written on an original 
I^, and with uncommon freshness and 
vigour.*— ^/rwl»n 

0. Browning. A SHORT HISTORY 
OF MEDLEVAL ITALY, A.D. 
ta5o-x53a By Oscar Browning, 
Fellow and Tutor of King's CoUcee, 
Cambridge. In Two Volumes, Cr, 
Bvo. 5/. eacM, 

Vol. l 1250-Z409.— Guelphs and 
Ghibellines. 

Vol. n. 1409-1^30.— The Age of 
the Condottien. 



OXbrady. THE STORY OF IRE- 
LAND. B^ Standish O'Grady, 
Author of ' Fmnand hisCompanions.' 
Crown Bvo, as, 6d, 
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J8s3antlne XLcxXs 

Edited by J. B. Bury, M. A. 



ZACHARIAH OF MITYLENE. 
Translated into English by F. J. 
Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. 
Brooks. Demy Bvo. 12s, 6d, rut, 

EVAGRIU& Edited by Professor 



L^N Parmbntixr and M. BiDEZ. 
Demy Svo, xor. 6d, net, 

THE HISTORY OF PSELLUS 
By C. Sathas. Demy 8v». 15;. 
net. 



Biography 



&. L. Stewiaon. THE LETTERS 
OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVEN- 
SON TO HIS FAMILY AND 
FRIENDS. Selected and Edited, 
with Notes and Introductions, by 
Sidney CoLViN. Fourth and CJUaper 
Edition, Crown Zvo. z2J. 
' Irresistible ia their raciness, their variety, 
their animation ... of extraordinary 
fascination. A delightful inheritance, 
the truest record of a "richly com* 
pounded spirit" that the literature of 
our time has preserved. '~7*fiM»r. 

J. O. KUlail. THE LIFE AND 
LETTERS OF SIR JOHN 
EVERETT MILLAIS, President of 
the Royal Academy. By his Son, 
J. G. MiLLAis. With 319 Illus- 
trations, of which 9 are in Photo- 
gravure. Second Edition, 2 vols, 
J^oyalSxMf, 32J. net, 
* The illustrations make the book delightful 
to handle or to read. The eye lingers 
lovingly upon the beautiful pictures.' — 
Standaro, 
•This splendid work.*— If^tfrA/. 
' Of such absorbing interest is it, of such 
comi>leteness in scope and beautv. 
Special tribute must be paid to^ the 
extraordinary comj^eteness of the illus- 
trations. '—Cra/Aic, 

8. Barlnff Cknild. THE LIFE OF 
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. By 
S. Baring Gould. With over 450 
Illustrations in the Text and 12 
Photogravure Plates. Laf^e quarto. 
Gilt top. 36J. 
'The main feature of this gorgeous volume 
is iu great wealth of beautiful photo- 

A 



giav uie s and finely -executed 
engravings, constituting a complete 
pictorial durooide of Napoleon I.'s 
personal history from the days of his early 
childhood at Ajaccio to the date of his 
second interment.'— /7a«:{f Telegraph, 

W.A.BetteiwortlL THE WALKERS 
OF SOUTHGATE : Being the Chro- 
nicies of a Cricketing Family. By 
W. A Bbttesworth. Illustrated. 
Demy Bvo, ly, 

* A volume which every bver of the game 

of games should add to his library.'— 

Outlook, 
'A most engaging contribution to crideet 

literature ... a lasting joy.' — Vanity 

Fair, 

P. H. (kHamh. MEMOIRS OF AD- 
MIRAL SIR A. COOPER KEY. 
By Admiral P. H. Colomb. With 
a Portrait. Demy Svo, 16s, 

I a Cooper mnff. THE STORY OF 
THE BRITISH ARMY. By Colonel 
Cooper King. Illustrated. Demy 
Svo, js, 6d, 

'An authoritative and accurate stcwy of 
England's military progress.'— XW(|f 
Mail, 

R. Bontbay. ENGLISH SEAMEN 
(Howard, Cliffbrd, Hawkins, Drake, 
Cavendish). By Robert Southky. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by 
David Hannay. Seeond Edition, 
Crown Svo, 6s, 

*A brave, inspiriting hoolu'^Biach and 
PVhite, 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



i8 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



W. COark BummU. THE LIFE OF 
ADMIRAL LORD COLLING- 
WOOD. By W. Clask Russell. 
With Illustrations by F. Brangwtn. 
Fourth EditioK, Crown 8fv. 6s, 
* A book which w« should like to tee in the 
hands of every boy in the coantry.'— 

KORii Fuller. THE LIFE AND 
WRITINGS OF JOHN DAVEN- 
ANT. D.D. (i57X-i64i)» Bishop of 
Salistmry. By Morris Fuller, 
B.D. Dimy^ivo. iof,6d, 

J. M. Bigg. ST. ANSELM OF 
CANTERBURY: A Chapter in 
THE History of Religion. By 
J. M. RiGG. Demy Bvo. 7s, 6d, 

P. W. Joyce. THE LIFE OF 
SIR FREDERICK GORE OUSE- 
LEY. ByF.W.JOYCE»M.A. 7s, 6d. 

W. O. CkOlingwood. THE LIFE OF 
JOHN RUSKIN. By W. G. 
COLLINGWOOD, M.A With Por- 
traits, and 13 Drawings by Mr. 



Ruskin. Second BdiHon. 9 vols. 
Svo, 32s, Cheap Edition, Crown 
Bvo, 6s, 
0. Waldfteln. JOHN RUSKIN. By 
Charles Waldstein. M.A. With 
a Photogravure Portrait, PosiSvO, 51. 

A. H F. Damesteter, THE LIFE 
OF ERNEST RENAN. By 
Madams Darmesteter. With 
Portrait. Second Edition, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

W. H. Button. THE LIFE OF SIR 
THOMAS MORE, By W. H. 
HunoN, M.A. With Portraits. 
Second Edition. Cr, Bvo, y. 



S. Baring Gould. THE VICAR OF 
MORWENSTOW: A Biography. 
By S. Baring Gould, M.A. A 
new and Revised Edition. With 
Portrait. Crown Bvo, y, 6d, 

A completely new edition of the well known 
biography of R. S. Hawker. 



Travel, Adventure and Topography 



SvenHedixL THROUGH ASIA. By 
Sven Hedin, Gold Medallist of the 
Royal Geographical Society. With 
300 Illustrations from Sketches 
and Photographs by the Author, 
and Maps, avols, RoyalBvo, 20s.net, 

*One of the neatest books of the kind 
issaed donng the century. It is im- 
possible to give an adequate idea of the 
richness of the contents of thb book, 
nor of its aboundhig attractions as a story 
of travd unsurpassed in geographical 
and human interest. Much of it is a 
reveUitioo. Altogether the work is one 
which in solidity, novelty, and interest 
must take a first rank aowng pabbca- 
CloQs of iu class. '— Timet. 



F. H. Skrine and S. D. Bote. THE 

HEART OF ASIA. By F. H. 
Skrinb and E. D. Ross. With 
Maps and many Illustrations by 
Verestchagin. Laf:ge Crown Bvo. 
10s, 6d, net. 

This volume will form a landmark in our 
knowledge of Central Asia. . . . lUumin* 
ating and convincing. '—TtMcr. 

R.S.PeaZ7. NORTHWARD OVER 
THE GREAT ICE By R.E Peary. 
Gold Medallist of the Royal Geogra- 
phical Society. With over 800 Illus- 
trations. 2vols. RoyalBvo. yu.nei, 
* His book wUl take ite place among the per- 
manent litaraton ot Arctic cxptoration. 
— Timu, 
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B. A FitaOenOd. THE HIGHEST 
ANDES. By E A. FitzGkbald. 
With a Maps, 51 lUustrations, 13 of 
which are in Photogravure, and a 
Panorama. Royal Bvo, y>s. ntt. 
Also a Small Edition on Hand-made 
Paper, limited to 50 Copies, 4/19, 

* The record of the first ascent of the highest 
mountain yet conquered by mortal man. 
A volume which will contmae to be the 
classic book of travel on this region of 
the Andes.'— Z>a«;^ CAtvnicU* 

P. W. OhilstUn. THE CAROLINE 
ISLANDS. By F. W. Christian. 
With many Illustrations and Maps. 
Demy Zvo, X2S. 6d, net, 

'A real contribntion to our knowledge of 
the peoples and islands of Micronesia, 
as well as fascinating as a narrative of 
travels and wivtatxxn.* Scotsman, 

H. H. JdrniUm. BRITISH CEN. 

TRAL AFRICA By Sir H. H. 

Johnston. K.C.R With nearly 

Two Hundred Illostrations, and Six 

Maps. Second Edition, Crown ^0, 

x8j. net. 

'A fasdnadng book, written with equal 
skill and charm— the work at once of a 
literary artist and of a man of action 
who is angularly wise, brave, and ex* 
perienced. It abounos in admirable 
sketches.'— l>^M<iwuul#r Gmutte, 

L. Dade. THREE YEARS IN 
SAVAGE AFRICA By Lionel 
Declk. With 100 Illustrations and 
5 Maps. Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 
10s, 6d. net. 



A Hnlme Bftaman. TWENTY 
YEARS IN THE NEAR EAST. 
By A. HULifE BXAifAN. Demy 
Bvo. With Portrait, zor. 6d, 

StenrlofOrleam. FROM TONKIN 
TO INDIA. By Prince Henri of 
Orleans. Translated by Hamlet 
Bent. M.A. With zoo ulustrationfl 
and a Map^ Cr, ^to, gilt top. 858. 



J.W.BobertMm4toott THE PEOPLE 

OF CHINA By J. W, ROBERTSON- 

ScOTT. With a Map. Crown Zvo. 

^.6d. 

'A vivid impression . . . This excellent, 

brightly written epitome.'— Z>«ii> I\rrws. 

* Excellently well done. . . . Enthralling.* 

^H^eeJk/y Dis/atcA. 

S. L. Hlnde. THE FALL OF THE 
CONGO ARABS. ByS.L.HlNDE. 
With Plans, etc. DemyQvo. ias,6d. 

A 8t fi. Oibbona. EXPLORATION 
AND HUNTING IN CENTRAL 
AFRICA By Major A. St. H. 
Gibbons, with full-page Illustra- 
tions by C. Whtmper, and Maps. 
Demy Bt/o. 1$$, 

8. Barlnff Ckrald. DARTMOOR: A 
Descriptive and Historical Sketch. 
By S. Baring Gould. With Plans 
and Numerous Illustrations. Crown 
Svo. 6f. 
'A most deliffhtfnl guide, companion, and 
instructor. —kSe^/fmoM. 

* Informed with close personal knowledge. 

— Saturday Review. 

8. Baling CKmld. THE BOOK OF 
THE WEST. By S. Baring 
Gould. With ntunerous Illustra- 
tions. T\oo volumes. Vol I. Devon. 
Second Edition. Vol. ii. Cornwall 
Crown Svo. 6s. each. 
'They are very attracdve little volumes, 
they have numerous very pretty and 
interesting pictures, the story is fresh 
and bracing as the adr of Dartmoor, and 
the legend weird as twilight over Dos- 
mare Pool, and they |^ve us a very good 
idea of this enchimtwg and beasuifbl 
district. '—Guardian. 

8. Baring Gould. THE DESERTS 
OF SOUTHERN FRANCE. By 
S. Baring Gould. 2 vols. Demy 
Svo. 3ar. 

J. F. Eraa«r. ROUND THE WORLD 
ON AWHEEL. By John Foster 
Frasbr. With 100 Illustrations. 
Crown Svo, 6s, 

* A classic of cycling, graphic and witty. *^ 

Yorkshire pMtr 

B. L. Jaffenon. A NEW RIDE TO 
KHIVA. By R. L. Jeffbrson* 
Illustrated. Crmm 8tv. di. 
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S.L.8.HontmiglL WATERLOO:A 

Narrative and Criticism. By E. L. S. 

HORSBURGH. M.A. With Plans. 

Second Edition, Crottm Bvo, ss, 

'A brilliant essay— simple, soond, and 

ihonngh.'~~Dmify CkromcU. 

H. & Oeorga. BATTLES OF 
ENGLISH HISTORY. By H. R 



Gborob, M.A., Fellow of New 
College, Oxford. With numeroas 
Plans. Third Edition, Cr, ^vo, 6s, 

* Mr. Gtom has undertaken a ytxj osefol 
task — that of making militaiy affairs in- 
teUigible and in str uc ti v e to non-military 
reai Urs a nd has czecnted it with a 
large meaaare of sncceis.'— rtM«r. 



General Literature 



& Barlnff Ckrald. OLD COUNTRY 
LIFE. By S. Baring Gould. With 
Sixty-seven Illustrations. Large Cr, 
StfO, Fifth Edition, ts, 

* **OldCoontryLife,"ashealthywholeMMne 

reading, fall of breesy life and move- 
ment, rail of quaint stories yicoroosly 
told, will not be excelled by any book to 
• be pmbltshed throofhont the year. 
Sound, hearty, and English to the oore.' 
-HT^rld, 

a Baring: Oonld. AN OLD ENGLISH 
HOME. By S. Baring Gould. 
With numerons Plans and Illustra- 
tions. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

* The chapters are delightfolly fresh, very 

informing, and lightened bj many a ^ood 
t^ory, A delig^tfhl firende companion. ' 
-nSt, /ame^s GmmtU, 

& BarlBgr CknUd. HISTORIC 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTa By S. Baring Gould. 
Fifth Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

8. Barlnff CknUd. FREAKS OF 
FANATICISM, By S. Baring 
Gould. Third Edition, Cr,Bvo. 6s, 

8. Barlnff Ckrald. A GARLAND OF 
COUNTRY SONG : Enriish Folk 
Songs with their TraditionalMelodies. 
Collected and arranged by S. Baring 
Gould and H. F. Sheppard. 
l^n^4to, 6s, 

& Barlngr Goold. SONGS OF THE 
WEST: Traditional Ballads and 
Songs of the West of England* with 



their Melodies. Collected by S. 
Baring Gould, M.A, and H. F. 
Sheppard, M. A In 4 Parts. Parts 
/., //., ///., 3J. eaeh, PartJV., 51. 
In one Vol,, French morocco, \y, 

* A rich collection of hnmoor, pathos, grace, 

and poetic hney*'^0Umrdmy Review, 

8. Baling Ckrald. YORKSHIRE 
ODDITIES AND STRANGE 
EVENTS. By S. Baring Gould. 
Fifth Edition. Crown %vo, 6s, 

& Baring Ckrald. STRANGE SUR- 
VIVALS AND SUPERSTITIONS. 
By S. Baring Gould. Cr. Bvo, 
Second Edition, 6s, 

Cotton IQnehln. OLD HARROW 
DAYS. By J. G. Cotton Minchin. 
Cr, Buf, Second Edition, ss, 

W, S. COaditoiM. THE SPEECHES 
OF THE RT. HON. W. E. GLAD- 
STONE, M.P. Edited by A W. 
HirrroN, M.A., and H.J. Cohen, 
M.A With Portraits. Demy Bvo, 
Vols, IX, andX,, lai. 6d, each, 

M. N. Oxford. A HANDBOOK OF 
NURSING. By M. N. Oxford, of 
Gay's Hospital Crown Bvo, y, 6d, 

* The moat nsefol work of the kind that we 

have seen. A most valuable and prac* 
tical VDMaxaX,*— Manchester Gmanuam. 



E. Y. Zenkor. ANARCHISM. By 
E, V. Zenker. Demy Bvo. yj. 6d. 
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1. BUva WUte. THE EXPANSION 
OF EGYPT: A Political and His- 
torical Survey. By A. SiLVA White. 
With four Special Maps. Demy^vo, 
15J. net. 

This is emphatically the best account of 
Egypt as it is under English control that 
has been published for many years.*— 
spectator. 

Peter Bedkford. THOUGHTS ON 

HUNTING. By Peter Beckford. 

Edited by J. Otho Paget, and 

Illustrated by G. H. Jalland. 

Demy 8v0. ioj. td, 

* Beckford's *' Thouj^bts on Hunting ** hM 

long been a classic with sportsmen, and 

the present edition will go far to make it 

a favourite with lovers of literature.'— 

Shaker, 



B. B. mcheU. THE ART AND 
PRACTICE OF HAWKING. By 
E. B. MiCHELL. With 3 Photo- 
gravures by G. E Lodge, and other 
Illustrations. Demy Bvo. 10s, 6d. 

'A book that will help and delight the 
txpaU'—Scotsman, , 

* Just after the hearts of all enthusiasts. — 

Dotty Teiegm^k. 

* No book is more full and authoriutive than 

this handsome treatise.' 

—Morning Leader, 

H. O. HutebiOSOiL THE GOLFING 
PILGRIM. By HORACE G. 
Hutchinson. Crown 8vo. 6s, 

* Without this book the golfer's library will 

be incomp\et€,''~PaitMaltGa»ette. 

J. WellB. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. By Members of the Uni- 
versity. Edited by J. Wells, M. A. , 
Fellow andTutorofWadham College. 
TJHrd Edition. Cr, Svo, y. 6d. 

a O. Bobertaon. VOCES ACADE- 
MICiE. By C. Grant Robertson, 
M.A., Fellow of All Souls', Oxford. 
With a Frontispiece. Pott^w. y,6d. 

Decidedly clever and amusing.'— 
AtMememm. 



Boeemazy Ootes. DANTE'S GAR- 
DEN. By Rosemary Cotes. With 
a Frontispiece. Second Edition. Fcp, 
Svo, 2S, 6d, Leather, y, 6d, net, 

* A charming collection of legends of the 

flowers mentioned by Dante.^—i4MdSrmjr. 

Clifford HarrlBon. READING AND 
READERS. By Clifford Harri- 
son. Fcp, Zvo, 2s, 6d. 
' An extremely sensible little book.' — Mfan- 
Chester Guardian, 

L. WhiUey. GREEK OLIGARCH- 
lES: THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. By L. 
Whibley, M.A., Fellow of Pem- 
broke College, Cambridge. Croum 
Svo, 6s, 

L. L. Price. ECONOMIC SCIENCE 
AND PRACTICE. By L.L. Price, 
M.A., FeUow of Oriel College, Ox- 
ford. Crown Svo, 6s, 

J. 8. Shedlook. THE PIANOFORTE 
SONATA : Its Origin and Develop- 
ment By J. S. Shsdlock. Crown 
Svo, $s, 

* This work should be in the powenion of 

every musician and amateur. Acondse 
and Indd history and a very valuable 
work for tt£e(stnot,*—Athenman, 

A. Hulme Beamm. PONS ASIN- 

ORUM; OR, A GUIDE TO 

BRIDGE. By A. Hulme Bea- 

MAN. Fcap Svo, 2S, 

A practical guide, with manv specimen 

games, to the new game of Bridge. 

RUBowden. THE EXAMPLE OF 
BUDDHA : Being Quotations from 
Buddhist Literature for each Day in 
the Year. Compiled by E. M. 
BOWDEN. Third Edition, i6mo. 
as, 6d, 

F. Ware. EDUCATIONAL RE- 
FORM. By Fabian Ware. M.A. 
Crown Svo, • as, 6d, 
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Aetbtten'0 Sispenns Xfbtats 

A New Series ofCepyright Books 



I. THE MATABELE CAMPAIGN. 
By Major-Gcncral Baden-Powell. 

II. THE DOWNFALL OF PREM- 
PEH. By Major-General Baden. 
Powell. 

III. MY DANISH SWEETHEART. 
By W. Clark Russell. 

IV. IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
By S. Basing-Gould. 



V. PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. 
By B. M. Croker. 

VI. IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS. 
By Robert Bare. 

VII. BADEN-POWELL OF MAFE- 
KING: A Biography. By J. S. 
Fletcher. 

VIII. ROBERTS OF PRETORIA. 
By J. S. Fletcher. 



Philosophy 



L. T. HomiOllM. THE THEORY OF 

KNOWLEDGE. By L. T. Hob- 

HOUSE. Fellow of Cf.C.C., Oxford. 

Demy 8vo. vts, 

'The most important contribution to 

English philosophy since the publication 

of Mr. Bradley's "Appearance and 

Reality." '—GUugvw HtraUU 

W. H. Falrbrottier. THE PHILO- 
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. By 
W. H. Fairbrothbr, M.A. Second 
Edition. Cr, 8vo. 3J. 6^. 



'In every way an admirable book.'« 
GUugvm Heraid, 

P. W. Bussea THE SCHOOL OF 
PLATO. ByF.W. BussELL, D.D.. 
Fellow of Brasenose College, Oxford. 
Demy Svo, lor. 6d. 

P. 8. Granger. THE WORSHIP 
OF THE ROMANS. By F. & 
Granger, M.A., LittD. Cnmm 
Svo, 6s, 



Science 



W. a 0. Fakes. THE SCIENCE OF 

HYGIENE By W. C. C. Pakes. 

With numerous Illustxations. Demy 

Svo, 155. 

'A thoroughgoing working text*book of 

its subject, practical and well-stocked.' 

— Scotsman, 

A. T. Hare. THE CONSTRUC- 
TION OF LARGE INDUCTION 
COILS. By A. T. Hare. M.A. 
With numerous Diagrams. Pemy 
Svo, ts. 



J. B. Iburr. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. By J. E. 
Marr, F.R.S., Fellow of St John's 
College, Cambridge. Illustrated. 
Crown Svo, ts, 

* Mr. Marr is distinctly to be congratulated 
on the general result of his work. He 
has produced a volume, moderate in sise 
and readable in style, which will be 
acceptable alike to the student of geo- 
logy and geography, and to the tounsc* 
'^Atkenanm, 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



25 



J. BitiemaBoB. AGRICULTURAL 
ZCX)LOGY. By Dr. J. RitzemaBos. 
Translated by J. R. Ainsworth 
Davis, M.A. With an Introduction 
by Eleanor A. Ormerod. F.E.S. 
With 155 Illustrations. CrvwnSvo. 

'The illustrations are exceedingly good, 
whilst the information conveyed is in- 
valuable.' — Country Gtntlemtm, 

Ed. Ton Frendenrelch. DAIRY 
BACTERIOLOGY. A Short Manual 
for the Use of Students. By Dr. 
Ed. von Freudenreich, Trans- 
lated by J. R. Ainsworth Davis, 
M.A. Second Edition, Revised. 
Crown Stw. 2s, 6d. 

duOmen mtobOll. OUTLINES OF 
BIOLOGY. By P. Chalmers 
Mitchell, M.A. Illustrated, Cr, 
Zvo, 6s, 

A text-book designed to cover the new 
Schedule issued by the Royal College 
of Physicians and Snigeons. 



George Haasee. A MONOGRAPH 
OF THE MYXOGASTRES. By 
George Massee. With 12 Coloured 
Platts. Royal ^vo, i8j. net, 

* A work much in advance of any book in 

the language treating of this group of 
organisms. Indispensable to every 
student of the llyxogastrea. *^Naimre, 

C. SieplieiiBOii and F. Soddards. 
ORNAMENTAL DESIGN FOR 
WOVEN FABRICS. By C. 
Stephenson, of The Technical 
College, Bradford, and F. Suddards, 
of The Yorkshire College, Leeds. 
With 65 full-page plates. Den^ 8u7. 
Second Edition, 71. td, 

* The book is very ably done, displajring an 

intimate knowledge of principles, good 
taste, and the faculty of dear exposi> 
\\oji,—Yorktkire Post. 

0. 0. Ohftnner and H. S. Roberts. 
LACE-MAKING IN THE MID- 
LANDS, PAST AND PRESENT. 
By C. C. Channer and M. E. 
Roberts. With 16 full-page Illus- 
trations. Crown Zvo, 2s, 6d, 

' An pteresting book, illustrated by fascin- 
aung photographs.'— -S/eaAer, 



Theology 



W. R. Inge. CHRISTIAN MYSTI- 
CISM. The Bampton Lectures for 
1899. By W. R. Inge, M.A., Fellow 
and Tutor of Hertford College, 
Oxford. Demv Bvo. las. 6d. net. 
* It is fully worthy of the best traditions 
connected with the Bampton Lecture- 
ship.' — Record. 

S. R. DriTer. SERMONS ON SUB- 
JECTS CONNECTED WITH 
THE OLD TESTAMENT. By S. 
R. Driver, D.D., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew 
in the University of Oxford. Cr. Zvo, 
ts. 

*A welcome companion Jto the author's 
famous " Introduction.*** " 



T. K. Oheyne. FOUNDERS OF OLD 
TESTAMENT CRITICISM. By 
T. K. Cheyne, D.D., Oriel Pro- 
fessor at Oxford. Large Crown Zvo. 
7s.6d. 

A historical sketch of O. T. Cridcism. 

Walter I.ock. ST. PAUL, THE 
MASTER-BUILDER. ByWALTER 
Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble 
College. Croum Bvo, y. 6d, 

* The essence of the Pauline teaching is 
condensed into litde more than a hun- 
dred pages, yet no point of importance 
is overlooked. We gladly recommend 
the lectures to all who wish to read with 
understanding. '— GuardinH. 
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p. 8. Oraiig«r. THE SOUL OF A 
CHRISTIAN. By F. S. Granger. 
M.A., LittD. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

A book dealing with the evolution of the 

reliinous life and experiences. 
A remarkable hook,'^Gla*^»w Htrmid. 

' Both a scholarly and thoughtful book.'— 

H. BaahdalL DOCTRINE AND 
DEVELOPMENT. By Hastings 
Rashdall. M.A. Fellow and Tutor 
of New College, Oxford. Cr,%vo. 6x. 

H.H.HentoiL APOSTOLIC CHRIS- 
TIANITY: As Illustrated by the 
Epistles of St Paul to the Corinthians. 
By H. H. Henson. M.A. Fellow of 
All Souls', Oxford, Canon of West- 
minster. Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

H. H. HOiBOn. DISCIPLINE AND 
LAW. By H. Henslet Henson, 
B.D., Fellow of AU Souls'. Oxford. 
Fcap, Bvo, ax. 6d, 

H. H. HOiBOn. LIGHT AND 
LEAVEN : Historical and 
Social Sermons. By H. H. Hen- 
son, M.A Croum Bvo, 6s, 

J. Honglitoii Ktanedy. ST. PAUL'S 
SECOND AND THIRD 
EPISTLES TO THE CORIN- 
THIANS. With Introduction, Dis- 
sertations, and Notes, by James 
Houghton Kennedy, D.D., 
Assistant Lecturer in Divinity in the 
University of Dubb'n. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
BenneU and Adeney. A BIBLICAL 
INTRODUCTION. By W. H 
Bennett, M. A. , and W. F. Adeney, 
M.A. Crown Bvo, js, 6d, 

' It makes available to the ordinary reader 



the best scholarship of the day in the 
field of Biblical introducdon. We know 
of DO book which comes into con^wti* 
t\mk^ihit:-~MaMckesterGnmrdia9^ 
W. H. Beimett. A PRIMER OF 

THE BIBLE By W. H. Bennett. 

Second Edition, Cr. Bvo, as. 6d, 

* The work of an honest, fearless, and sound 

critic, and an excellent guide in a small 
compass to the books of the Bible.'— 
MmmchtsttrGmmrdian, 

0. F. O. Kagtexman. TENNYSON 
AS A RELIGIOUS TEACHER. 
By C. F. G. Masterman. Crown 
Bvo, 6s, 

• A thoughtful and penetrating appreciadon, 

iull of interest and suggestion '^World, 



WUUain OoxiaoiL CLOVELLY 
SERMONS. By William Harlri. 
SON, M.A, late Rector of Clov^Iy. 
With a PrefSaccby 'Lucas Mal-et.' 
Cr, Bvo, 3J. 6d, 

Oodlia BoMnson. THE MINISTRY 
OF DEACONESSES. By Deacon- 
ness Ceciua Robinson. With an 
Introduction by the Lord Bishop of 
Winchester. Cr, Bvo, y. 6d, 

'A learned and interesting book.'— 5^»«!t- 
man. 

E. B. Layard. RELIGION IN BOY- 
HOOD. Notes on the Religious 
Training of Boys. By E. R 
Latard, M.A iBmo, \s, 

T. Herbert Bindley. THE OECU- 
MENICAL DOCUMENTS OF 
THE FAITH. Edited with Intro- 
ductions and Notes by T. Herbert 
Bindley, RD., Merton CoUege. 
Oxford. Crcwn Bvo, 6s, 
A historical account of the Creeds. 



Mr. Bindley has done his work in a fashion 
which calls for our warmest gradtiKle. 
The intnxluctions, though brief. 



always direct and to die point ; the notes 
axe learned and full, and serve admirably 
to elucidate the many difficulties of the 
text.' — Gumrdian, 

H. M. BazTon. TEXTS FOR SER- 
MONS ON VARIOUS OCCA- 
SIONS AND SUBJECTS. Com- 
piled and Arranged by H. M, Bar- 
ron, a A., of Wadiham CoUege, 
Oxford, with a Preface by Canon 
Scott Holland. Crown Bvo, xs. 
6d, ^ 

W. Yorke FaoBset THE DE 
CATECHIZANDIS RUDJBUS 
OF ST. AUGUSTINE. Edited, 
with Introduction, Notes, etc., by 
W. YORKE FAiresET, M.A. Cr, Bvo. 
y, 6d, 

P. Weston. THE HOLY SACRI- 
FICE By F. Weston. M.A., 
Curate of St Matthew's, Westmin- 
ster. PoU Bvo, 6d, net, 

A Kempls. THE IMITATION OF 
CHRIST. By Thomas X Kempis. 
With an Introduction by Dean 
Farrar. lUustrated by C. M. 
Gere. Second Edition, Fcap, Bvo, 
3x. 6d, Padded morocco, y. 
Amongst all the innumerable Rw gi^ i r 
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eifitioot ofthtt ''Imhatko,* there cmn 
have been few which were prettier than 
this one, printed in strong and handsome 
type, with all the glory of red initials.'— 
Glm^mif Herald. 

i.'EMAib, THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
By John Keblb. With an Intro- 



ductioii and Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keble College. 
Illustrated by R. Annino Beix. 
Sicand EdiHtm, Fcap. 8iw. y. 6rf. 
Padded morocco. 5s. 
*The present edition b annotated with all 

the care and insight to be expected firoBH 

Mr. hock.*— GtumUam. 



OstotD Commentatfe0 

General Editor. Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble College. Dean 
Ireland's Professor of Ex^esis in the University of Oxford. 

THE BCX)K OF JOa Edited, with date some of the difficult>«»P»««««>^« 

Introduction and Notes, by E C S. 
Gibson, D.D.. Vicar of Leeds. Demy 
Svo. 6f. 



' The publishers are to be congratulated on 
the start the series has made.'— Tjmww. 

<It is in his patient. Indd. interest-sus- 
taining explanations that Dr. Gibson is 
at his best.'— Z.f/»ns/w^. 

'We can hardly imagine a more useful book 
to pUice in the hands of an intelligent 
layman, or cleric, who desires to eluci- 



the Book of Job.'— C*t«rcA Times, ^ 
* The work is marked by clearness, light- 
ness of touchy strong common sense, and 
thorough critical fitimess. 
* Dr. Gibson's work is worthy of a high 
degree of appreciation. To the busy 
worker and the intelligent student the 
commentary will be a real boon ; and it 
will, if we are not mistaken, be mnch m 
demand. The Introduction is almost a 
model of concise, straightforward, wre- 
fatory remarks on the subject treated.'— 
Athenanm, 



General Editor, A. Robertson, D.D., Principal of King's College, London. 

critical and luminous, at once just and 



THE XXXIX. ARTICLES OF THE 
CHURCH OF ENGLAND. Edited 
with an Introduction by E. C. S. 
Gibson, D.D.. Vicar of Leeds, late 
Principal of Wells Theological Col- 
lege. Second and Cheaper Edition 
in One Volume, Demy ^vo, I2J. 6d, 

* We welcome with the utmost satisfaction 

a new, cheaper, and more convenient 
edition of Dr. Gibson's book. It was 
ffreatly wanted. Dr. Gibson has given 
Uieological students just what they want, 
and we should like to think that it was 
in the hands of every candidate for 
orders.'— <?aM(n/M«i. 

KS INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF RELIGION. By 
F. B. Jevons, M.A., Liti.D., Prin- 
cipal of Bishop Hatfield's Hall. 
Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. 

* The merit of this book lies in the penetra- 

tion, the singular acuteness and force of 
the author's judgment. He is at once 



suggestive. A comprehensive ana 
thoroui^ hock,'—Birmiti£kmm Pott, 

THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCAR- 
NATION. ByR.L.OTTLEy,M.A. 
late feUow of Magdalen College. 
Oxon. , and Principal of Pusey House. 
In Two Volumes, Demy Zvo, 151. 

* A dear and remarkably full account of the 

main cnrrenu of speculation. Scholarly 
precision . . . genuine tolerance . . . 
ratense interest in his subject— are Mr. 
Ottley's merits.'— ^HWsnfwMfc 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE 
HISTORY OF THE CREEDS. By 
A. E. Burn. B.D., Examining Chap- 
lain to the Bishop of Lichfield. Demy 
Svo, 10s, 6d, 

• This book may be expected to hold ito 

place as an authority on. its subject. — 
Sp^taior, 
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QDe abutcbman'0 libtwps 

Geneial Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., Examining Chaplain to the 
Bishop of Aberdeen. 

THE BEGINNINGS OF ENGLISH 
CHRISTIANITY. By W. E. Col- 
lins, M.A With Map. Cr. 2vo, 

* An excellent example (^thorough and firesh 
historical work,'—GttMniiaM, 



SOME NEW TESTAMENT PRO- 
BLEMS. By Arthur Wright, 
M.A, Fellow of Queen's College, 
Cambridge. Crown Bvo, 6s. 
* Real students will revel in these reverent, 
acute, and prepiant essays in Biblical 
scholarship, —arra/ Thoughts. 

THE KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 
HERE AND HEREAFTER. By 
Canon Wintbrbotham, M.A., 
B.SC., LL.B. Cr, 8w. y. 6d, 



A most able book, at once exceedtnely 
thouf^tfol and ridily soggestive.'— <7^«* 

gW HtTtUitm 



THE WORKMANSHIP OF THE 
PRAYER BOOK: Its Literary and 
Liturgical Aspects. By J. Dowden, 
D.D., Lord Bishop of Edinburgh. 
Crown 8v0. ^x. 6a. 
'Scholarly and interesting.*— ilf«j«£A«r/«r 
Guardian, 



EVOLUTION. 
LittD. 
DurhanL Crown %vo. 



By F. B. 



JEVONS, 
Principal' of Hatfield Hall, 
y. 6^ 

A well> written book, fall of soood thinlfing 
hapfttly exprMsed.' — Mamcketitr Guar*^ 
dian. 



tTbe abtttcbman'0 JSfble 

General Editor, J. H. BURN, D.D. 

Messrs. Methuen are issuing a series of expositions upon most of the books 
of the Bible. The volumes will be practical and devotional, and the text of the 
authorised version is explained in sections, which will correspond as far as 
possible with the Church Lectionary. 



' Scholarly suggestive, an 



THE EPISTLE OF ST. PAUL TO 
THE GALATIANS. Explained bv 
A. W. Robinson, Vicar of All 
Hallows, Barking. Fcap, Svo. is. 6d. 
ntt. 
* The most attractive, sennble, and instruc- 
tive manual for (Mople at large, which 
we have ever seen.' — Church Gtuttte. 

ECCLESIASTES. Explained by A. 
W. Strbane, D.D. Fcap. 8w. 
IS, 6d. net. 

trbe X(btats of 3E)epotlon 

Pott 800, clbth^ 21.; leather^ 2s, 6d. net. 

'This series is excellent.'— Thb Bishop op London. 

* Verr delightful.'— Thb Bishop op Bath and Wblls. 

* Well worth the attention of the Clergy.'— Thb Bishop op Licrpibld. 

* The new " Library of Devotion " is excellent.'— Thb Bishop op Pbtekbokodch. 

* Charming.'— ^rcvn^ ' Delightful.'— CAmtvA BtUs. 



particularly 
interesting.'- 

THE EPISTLE OF PAUL THE 
APOSTLE TO THE PHILIP- 
PIANS. Explained by C. R. D. 
Biggs, B.D. Fcap, Svo, js, 6d, 
net, 

* Mr. Biggs* work is very thorough, and he 
has managed to compress a good deal of 
information into a limited space.' 

—Guardian, 



THE CONFESSIONS OF ST. AU- 
GUSTINE Newly Translanted, 
with an Introduction and Notes, by 
C. Bigg, D.D., late Student of Christ 
Church. TAird Edition. 



* The translation is an excellent (uece of 
English, and the introduction is a mas> 
terly exposition. We augur well of a 
series which begiai so ■at is f a ct ocily.' — 
Timet, 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue 



29 



the CHRISTIAN year. By John 

Kbblb. With Introduction and 

Notes by Walter Lock, D.D.. 

Warden of Keble College, Ireland 

Professor at Oxford. 

'The volume is very prettily bonnd and 

printed, and may fairly^ daim to be an 

advance on any previoas editions.' — 

THE IMITATION OF CHRIST. A 
Revised Translation, with an Introduc- 
tion, bv C. Bigg, D.D.. late Student 
of Chnst Church. Second Edition. 
A practically new translation of this book, 
which the reader has, almost/or the first 
time, exactly in the shape in which it 
left the han<u of the author. 
'A nearer approach to the original than 
has yet existed in Eng\\aii.'—Acadetmy, 

A BOOK OF DEVOTIONS. By J. 
W. Stanbridgb, B.D., Rector of 
Bainton, Canon of York, and some- 
time Fellow of St. John's College, 
Oxford. 

'It is probably the best book of itoUnd. It 
deserves high commendadon.*— CAwrdI 
Cautie. 



LYRA INNOCENTIUM. By John 

Keblb. Edited, with Introduction 

and Notes, by Walter Lock. D.D., 

Warden of Keble College, Oxford. 

' This sweet and fragrant book has never 

been published more attractively.'— 

Acadinyf. 

A SERIOUS CALL TO A DEVOUT 
AND HOLY LIFE By William 
Law. Edited, with an Introdtiction. 
by C. Bigg, D.D., Ute Student of 
Christ Churdi. 
This is a reprint, word for word and line for 
line, of the Editio Princept, 

THE TEMPLE. By George Her- 
bert. Edited, with an Introduction 
and Notes, by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D., Vicar of Leeds. 
This edition contains Walton's life of 
Herbert, and the text is that of the first 
edition. 

A GUIDE TO ETERNITY. By 
Cardinal Bona. Edited, with an 
Introduction and Notes, hy J. W. 
Stanbridge, B.D., late Fellow of 
St. John's College, Oxford. 



Xeadet0 of -JRcliQion 

EditedbyH.CBEECHING,M.A. WUkPortraUs, Crown 9i90. y.Cd. 
A series of short biographies of the most prominent leaders of religions 

lifie and thought of all ages and countries. 
The following are ready — 

(JARDINAL NEWMAN. By R. H. 
HirrroN. 

JOHN WESLEY. By J. H. Over- 
ton, M.A 

BISHOP WILBERFORCE. By G. 
W. Daniell, M.A 

CARDINAL MANNING. By AW. 

HUTTON, M.A 

CHARLES SIMEON. By H. C G. 

MOULE, D.D. 
JOHN KEBLE. By WALTER LOCK. 

D.D. 
THOMAS CHALMERS. By Mrs. 

OUPHANT. 

LANCELOT ANDREWES. By R. 
L. Ottlby. M.A 



AUGUSTINE OF CANTERBURY. 

By E. L. CUTTS, D.D. 
WILLIAM LAUD. By W. H. 
HUTTON, B.D. 

By F. MacCunn. 
By R. F. HoRTON, 



By F. A Clarke, 



JOHN KNOX. 
JOHN HOWE. 

D.D. 
BISHOP KEN. 

M.A 
GEORGE FOX, THE QUAKER. 

By T. HODGKIN, D.C.L. 
JOHN DONNE. By Augustus 

Jessopp, D.D. 
THOMAS CRANMER. By. A. J. 

Mason. 
BISHOP LATIMER. By R. M. Cak- 

LTLE and A. J. Carltlb, M.A. 



Other Tolamct wiU be annonnoed in due coarse. 
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Fiction 



Marie OoreUi's NotoIb 

Crown 8iw. 6/ . each. 



A ROMANCE OF TWO WORLDS. 

Twenty'Jlrst BdiHon, 
VEN DETTA. Sixteenth Edition. 
THELMA. Twenty-Fourth Edition, 

ARDATH: THE STORY OF A 

DEAD SELF. Ttoelfth Edition, 
THE SOUL OF LILITH. Tenth 

Edition, 
WORMWOOD. Tenth EdUion, 
BARABBAS : A DREAM OF THE 
WORLDS TRAGEDY. Thirty- 
sixth Edition, 

* The tender reverMice of the treatment 
and the imaginative beaaty of the writ- 
ing ha^e reoMictled as to the daring of 
the conception, and the conviction is 
forced on as that even so exalted a sub- 
ject cannot be made too fiuniliar to os, 
provided it be presented in the tme spirit 
of Christian faith. The amplifications 
of the Scriptore aarratire are often con- 
ceived witn high poetic insasht, and this 
"Dream of the World's Tragedy** is 
a lofty and not inadequate panphrase 
of the supreme climax of the inspired 
narrative.'— />«3/!£a Revitw, 

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. 
Forty-third Edition, 
' A veiy powerfial piece of work. . . . The 



conception is magnificent, and is likdy 
to win an abidSng place within the 
memory of man. . . . The author has 
immense command of lang^oag^ and a 
limitless andadty. . . . This interesting 
and remarkable romance will live long 
after much of the ephemeral litevatnre 
of the day is forgotten. ... A literary 
phenomenon . . . novel, and even sud- 
lime.'— W. T. Stkad tn the Xgpiew 
«fRevi€mt, 

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. 

\\ffdh Thousand, 
*lt cannot be denied that *'The Master 
Christian'* is apowerful book ; that it is 
one likely to raise uncomfortable qnes- 
tions in all but the most self-satisfied 
readers, and that it strikes at the root 
of the failure of the Churches— the decay 
of faith— in a manner which shows the 
inevitable disaster heaping up. . . The 
good Cardinal Bonprd ts a beautiful 
li|;ure, fit to stand beside the good 
Bishop in '* Les Mis^rables ** . . . The 
chapter in which the Cardinal appears 
with Manuel before Leo xiii. b char- 
acterised by extraordinary realism and 
dramatic intensity ... It is a book with 
a serious purpose ex pre s sed with abco- 
lute uncooventionality and passion . . . 
And this is to say it is a book worth 
reading.'— iLroM/nrr. . 



Antliony Hope's NoTels 

Crown %vo, &t, each. 



THE GOD IN THE CAR. Ninth 

Edition. 
*A very remarkable book, deserving of 
critical analysts imposnUe within our 
limit ; brilliant, but not superficial ; 
vrell considered, but not elaborated; 
constructed with the proverbial art that 
concesJs, but yet allows itself to be 
enjoyed by readers to whom fine literary 
method b a keen pleasure. — Tke World, 

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. 
'A graceful, vivadoos comedy, true to 
human nature. The characters are 
traced wHh a owtteriy hand.'^7VMtfi. 



A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Edition, 

'Of all Mr. Hope's bcol^ "A Man of 

Mark" b the one which oest compares 

with "The Prisoner of Zeoda.*"-^ 

Nmtionmi OUerver, 

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 
ANTONIO. Fourth EdUum, 
*It b a perfectly enchanting story of lore 
and chivahy, and pore romance. The 
Count b the most constant, desperate, 
and modest and tender of lovers, a peer* 
less gentleman, an intrepid fighter, a 
fiuthfal friend, aad a magnanimous Ibe.' 
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PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. 
Millar. Fifth Edition. 
' The tale is tborooghly fresh, quick with 
-vitality, stirring the Uood.'—.^^. Jmmu^s 

G4Uttt4, 

'From cover to cover "Phroso" not only 
engages the attention, bnt carries the 
reader in little whirls of delight from 
adventure to adventure.*— ^coSrMgi'. 

SIMON DALE. lUustrated. Fifth 
Edition, 
'There is searching analysis of human 
nature, with a most ingeniously con- 
structed plot. Mr. Hope has drawn the 
contrasts of his women with marvellous 
subtlety and delicacy.'— TYmm. 



THE KING'S MIRROR. Third 
Edition, 

* In elegance, delicacy, and tact it ranks 

with the best of his novels^ while in the 
wide ranse of its portraiture and the 
subtilty of its analysis it surpasses all his 
earlier ventures. ^--Sikctator, 
'"The King's Mirror** is a strong book, 
charged with close analysis and exquisite 
irony ; a book (nil of pathos and moral 
fibr e i n short, a book to be read.'— 
Daily ChromcU, 

QUISANTE. Third Edition, 

* The book is notable for a very hish liter- 

ary quality, and an impress <n power 
anid mastery on every p»gt,'-^Daify 
CAromclf. 



Qilbert Parker's Novels 



Crown Sew. 6s, each. 



PIERRE AND HIS PEOPLE. 
Fifth Edition, 

' Stories bapfuly conceived and finelj ez> 
ecuted. There is strength and geuos in 
Mr. Parker's style.'— JD«*;^ TeUgrm^ 

MRS. FALCHION. Fourth Edition. 
* A splendid study of character.'— 

Athtnanm, 

THE TRANSLATION OF A 
SAVAGE, 
*The plot b original and one difiicult to 
work out; bnt Mr. Parker has done it 
with great skill and delicacy.' 

—Daily Chromieti, 

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 

Illustrated. Seventh Edition, 

' A rousing and dramatic Ule. A book like 

this, in which swords flash, great sur- 

prises are undertaken, and danng deeds 

A,^m Iq which men and women live and 



love in the old passionate wav. is a joy 
inexpressible.'— Z>af(f Chrtrntcie. 

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO 

PONTIAC: The Story of a Lost 

Napoleon. Fifth Edition, 

' Here we find romance— real, breathing, 

living romance. The character of Vai- 

mond is drawn WMfringly. ^--PmU MmU 

GasetU, 



AN ADVENTURER OF THE 
NORTH : The Last Adventures of 
• Pretty Pierre. ' Second Edition, 

' The present book is full of fine and mov* 
ing stories of the great North, and it 
wul add to Mr. Parker's already high 
repnution.*— (^^Is^fvw Herald, 

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. 
Illustrated. Eleventh Edition, 

Mr. Parker has produced a really fine 

historical novel. —^/AMurvM. 
' A great book.'— ^ikc/l and White, 

THE POMP OF THE LAVILET- 
TES. Second Edition, 31. 6<i 
'Living, breathing romance, unforced 



pathos, and a deeper knowledge of 
) Mr. Parker has ever 



human nature than 1 _.. . 

dispbyed before.'— /W/ Mail Gautle, 



THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG : 
a Romance of Two Kingdoms. 
Illustrated. Fourth Edition, 

' Nothing more vigorous or more human has 
come from Mr. Gilbert Parker than this 
novel. It has all the graphic power of 
his last book, with truer feeling for the 
romance, both of human life and wild 
nature.'- ^f/^/T iure. 
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8. Baling Gould's Hovels 



CrawH Stv. 6s, each, 

'To tay that a book b by the mnthor of " Mehalah" is to imply that it ooatains a 
•tory cast on strong lines, containing dramatic possibilities, vivid and sympathetic descrip- 
tions of Nature, and a wealth of ingenious imagery.*— «S]^AM»r. 

'That n^uuerer Mr. Baring Gould writes is well worth reading, is a conchxsicm that may 
be verr genermlly accepted. His views of life are fresh and vigorous, his language 
pointedand characterisuc, the incidents of which he makes use are striking and original, 
nis characters are life-like, and thou^^^h somewhat ezce]^onal peo|^, are drawn and 
coloured with artistic force. Add to thu that his descriptions of scenes and sceneir are 
painted with the loving eyes and skilled hands of a master of his art^ that he is alwa][s 
trtah UMtd never dull, and it is no wonder that readers have gainea confidence in his 
power of amusing and satisfying them, and that year by jrear his popularity widens.'— 
C^mrt Circulmr. 



ARMINELL. Fifth EdiHon, 
URITH. Fifth Edition, 
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. 
Seventh Edition, 

MRS. CURGENVEN OF CURGEN- 

VEN. Fourth Edition, 
CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edition. 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth 

Edition, 
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 

Edition, 

JACQUETTA. Third Edition. 
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. 
NO^MI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 



THE BROOM-SQUIRE. IDustnited. 
Fourth Edition. 

THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. 

Third Edition. 
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 
GUAVAS THE TINNER. lUus- 

trated. Second Edition, 
BLADYS. Illustrated. Second Edition. 

DOMITIA. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion. 

PABO THE PRIEST. 
WINEFRED. lUustratcd. Second 

Edition. 
'A telling picture and a o^ital story.* — 

Times.^ 
* Fine realism.'— ^/rMiii|f;ia«« Post. 



Conaa DojIa. ROUND THE RED 
LAMP. By A. Conan Doyle. 
Seventh Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 

*The book is far and away the best view 
that has been vouchsafed us behind the 
scenes of the consulting-room.'— //Am- 
trmted London Jfents. 

Stanley Weyman. UNDER THE 
RED ROBE. By Stanley Wey- 
man, Author of 'A Gentleman of 
France.' With Illustrations by R. C. 
WOODVILLE. Fifteenth Edition. 
Crown Svo. 6s. 
'Every one who reads books at all must 
read this thrilling romance, from the 
first page of which to the last the breath- 
less reader is haled along. An inspira- 
tion of msnliMii and courage.'— />«fti^ 
Cht-^icli, 



THE WAGES OF 
SIN. By Lucas Malet. TAsr- 
teenth Edition. Crown Svo. ts. 



THE CARISSIMA. 
By Lucas Malet, Author of • The 
Wages of Sin,' etc. Third Editi<nu 
Crovm Svo. 6s. 

Lucas Malet THE GATELESS 
BARRIER. By LucAS Malet, 
Author of 'The Wages of Sin.* 
Third Edition. Crown Svo. 6s. 
' The stor^ is told with a sense of style and a 
dramatic vigour that makes it a pleasure 
to read. The workmanship arouses en* 
thusiasm. ' — Times. 
* The story expresses admirably some true 
aspects of the spiritual life as we know 
it on this side of the barrier wiUi singular 
grace of charm.'— /'a^/. 
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W. W. JaoolM. A MASTER OF 
CRAFT. Bv W. W. Jacobs. 
Author of 'Many Cargoes.^ Illus- 
trated. Second Edition, Crown 
Svo, 6s. 

* Can be unreservedly recommended to all 

who have not lost their appetite for 
wholesome laughter. *— Spectator. 
*The best humorous book published for 
many m day.' — Black and White. 
Qeorge Oisslaff. THE TOWN TRA- 
VELLER. By (George Gissing, 
Author of * Demos/ • In the Year of 
Jubilee,' etc Second Edition, Cr. 
%vo. 6s. 
' It is a bright and witty book above all 
things. Polly Sparkes is a splendid bit 
of work. '—Pail Mall GtuetU. 
**The spirit of Dickens is in \t.*^B0ohmeut. 
OeorffeOistliig. THE CROWN OF 
LIFE. By George Gissing. Author 
of • Demos,' ' The Town Traveller.' 
etc. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

* Mr. Gissing is at his heixC^Acadtmy. 

* A fine novel '—OutlooJk. 

Henry James. THE SOFT SIDE 
By Henry James. Author of ' What 
Maisie Knew.' Second Edition. 
Crown Bvo. dr. 

* The amazing cleverness marks the great 

wotktx.*—SptaJker. 
*The workmanship is nmply wonderful. 
There is amusement, delight, surprise, 
and admiration.'— /i/wr/ns/M^ London 
News, 

B. &. Crockett. LOCHINVAR. By 
S. R. Crockett, Author of *The 
Raiders,' etc Illustrated. Second 
Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s. 

* Full of gallantrr and pathos, of the clash 

of arms, and brightened by episodes of 
humour and love. . . ,'^1Vgstmnnster 
GautU, 
B. R. Crodntt THE STANDARD 
BEARER. By S. R. Crockett. 
Crown %vo, 6s. 
' A delightful tale.'— J>r«^r. 

* Mr. Crockett at has best'— Z.^!rm/wrv. 

Artliiir Uorrlion. TALES OF 

MEAN STREETS. By ARTHtnt 

Morrison. Fifth Edition. Cr. 

8tv. 6x. 

*Told with consummate art and extra* 

ordinary detail. In the tme humanity 

of the book lies iu justification, the 

permanence of iU interest, and its in- 

dubiuble triumph.'— w4Mnnr«Mr. 



*A great book. The anther's method is 
amaangly effective, and moduces a 
thrilling sense of rodity. The writer 
lays upon us a master hand. The book 
is simply appalling and irresutible in 
its interest. It is humorous alio ; with- 
out humour it would not make the mark 
it is certain to make.'— IFMUL 

Arthur Morrison. A CHILD OF 
THE JAGO. By AETHini Morri- 
son. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

* The book is a masterpiece.'— ^«tf Mmii 

Gmsftte. 

* Told with great vigour and powerful sim- 

plicity.'— >4 thetueum, 

Arthur Korriion. TO LONDON 
TOWN. By Arthur Morrison. 
Author of 'Tales of Mean Streets,' 
etc. Second Edition, Crown Bvo, 6f. 

* We have idyllic pictures, woodland scenes 

full of tenderness and crace. . . . This 
is the new Mr. Arthur Morrison gracious 
and tender, sympathetic and htmian.' — 
Dmify Teleerapk. 

Arthur Morrison. CUNNING 
MURRELL. By Arthur Mor- 
rison, Author of 'A Child of the 
Tago.' etc. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
' The plot hangs admirably. The dialogue 

is perfect.*— Z7«t:(r MaiL 
'Admirable. • . • Delightful humorous 
relief • > .. a most artistic and satis- 
factory achievement.'— J/rc/a/^n 

KaxFemberton. THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. By Max Pem- 
BBRTON. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
tion, Crown Bvo. 6s. 

* Full of original incidKnU'— Scotsman. 

* A story ofpure adventure, with a sensa- 

tion on every page.'— Z7at(r Mail, 
M. Snthtiland. ONE HOUR AND 
THE NEXT. By The Duchess 
OP SlTTHERLAND. Third Edition. 
Crown Bvo. 6s, 
'Passionate, viiad, dramatic.'— ^c'/mstef^. 
' It possesses marked oualities, descriptive, 
and imaginative.'— JfignMiy P^tt. 
Mrs. Olifllord. A FLASH OF 
SUMMER. By Mrs. W. K. Clip- 
ford. Author of 'Aunt Anne.' etc. 
Second Edition, Crown Bvo. 6s. 

* The story is a very beautiful one. exquis- 

itely told.'— i^MOyr. 
Bmilj Lawless. HURRISH. By the 
Honble. Emilt Lawless. Author of 
*Mae1cho/etc. Fifth Edition, Cr. 
•w. 6s. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



34 



Messrs. Methueits Catalogue 



BmOy LawlMI. MAELCHO : a Six- 
teenth Centnry Romance. Bjr the 
Hooble. Emilt LiAWLBSS. Second 
EdiHom, Crown 8tw. 6s, 
«ArMU7gnttbook.'-^>«r««^. 
*0m of tlM BOtt rMDMrkabk Utsrary 
achicvtaMtt of tUt gwantioii.'— Af«»* 
ek^sitr Gtutrdum, 

BmilJ LawlMf. TRAITS AND 
CONFIDENCES. By the Honblc. 
Emily Lawless. Cnwn 8«f . 6s. 

Bden Pbinpofeto. LYING PRO- 
PHETS. By Eden PHnxporrs. 
Crown vo. 6s, 

Bden PlimpottB. CHILDREN OF 
THE MIST. ByEDENPHiLLPOTTS. 
Croton Zvo. 6s. 

Bden FUmpotti. THE HUMAN 
BOY. ByEDENPHiLLPOTTS, Author 
of *ChUdreii of the Mitt.' With a 
Frontispiece. Fourth Bdition, Crown 
Zvo. 6j. 

* Mr. Phillpotts knows exactly what Khool- 

boys do, and can lay bare their inmost 
tbooghts; likewise he shows an all-per- 
vading sense oi Ikvaaonx.'^AcmeUmy. 
Bdm PbUlpotti. SONS OF THE 
MORNING. By Eden Phill- 
potts, Author of ■' The Children of 
the Mist.' Stcond Edition. Croum 
Svo. 6s. 

* A book of strange power and fascination.' 

' Full ^dxoxm.'—Mm$tchg$terGmmrdian, 
*A viTid style and a powerrul grasp.'— 
Atktn^um. ., ^ 

* InimiuUe hnmonr. — i>atcr Gra^tc. 
JtjM Barlow. A CREEL OF IRISH 

STORIES. By Jane Baelow. 
Author of 'Irish Idylls.' Stcond 
Edition. Crown 8m?. 6s. 

* Vivid and singularly naL*—Scfit*mam. 
JaiM Barlow. FROM THE EAST 

UNTO THE WEST. ^ Jane 

Baelow. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
nn.C9apu ANNEMAULEVERER. 

By Mrs. Cafttn (Iota), Author of 

•The Yellow Alter/ Second Edition. 

Crown 8v#. 6;. 
BodamiABwift. SIREN CITY. By 

Benjamin Swift. Author of ' Naacy 

Noon.' Crown dva, 6s. 
J. K. nUDaUr. THE GREEN 

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE. By 



JANB H. FiNDLATSK. E^mftk 
EdMon, Crown Zvo. 6s* 
*K powMfU and vivid stmr. - 

* ▲ beantifal story, sad and ttn 

itself.'-Kem<r^««r. 
•A verycharmins aad pathetic tale'— Aff 
MmltGoattte. 

* A singidarbf orighial,devcr, and beantifal 

' Reveals to as a new writer of qpd o n b srd 
fitfolty and reserve force.'— ^^M^e<#r. 

* An exqnisite idyll, delicate, affectiac, and 

\mMtiS^*~'Mtmdbmmdmute. 

J. H. Flndlatar. A DAUGHTER 
OF STRIFE. By Jane Helen 
FiNOLATEE. Crown Zvo. 6s. 

J. H. TlndUter. RACHEL. By 
Jane H. Findlater. Second 
Edition, Crown Zvo. 6s, 

* A not unworthy suc cosso r to " The Gfcen 

Graves of BsJgowrie." *^Critic. 

Mary Findlattr. OVER THE 

HILLS. By Maey Findlatee. 

Second Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s, 

' A strong and wise book of deep insight and 

^mififf^*'K««*g txtOh,*^Birmingkmm Pest, 

muj Plndlatar. BETTY MUS- 
GRAVE. By Maet Findlater. 
Second Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s, 

* Handled with digi&ity and delicacy. . . . 

A most touching uasj.'-^^ctmtor. 

Alftttd QDlTaat. OWD BOB. THE 

GREY DOG OF KENMUlR By 

Alfred Ollivant. Foitrth Edition, 

Cr. Zvo. 6s. 

•Weird, thrilling, strikingly graphic'— 

Punch. 
•We admire thb book. . . . Itisonctoread 
with admiration and to praise with en- 
thosiasm.'- ^^AbMUM. 

* It is a fine, open-air, blood-stimag book, 

U be enjoyed by every sum aad woman 
to whom a dog is ^mt:—Litemturt. 

B. K. Oroker. PEGGY OF THE 
BARTONS. Br a M. Croker. 
Author of 'l3iana Barrington.' 
Fourth Edition, Crown Zvo, 6s. 
' Mrs. Croker excels m the admirably simple, 
easy, aad direct flow of her narrative, the 
briskness of her dialogue, and the geni- 
ality ef her portraiture.*— 4]^i#ctetf#r. 

Haxjls, Pandered. AN ENGLISH 
MAN. By Mary L. Pendered. 
Crown Zvo, 6s, 
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■orl^ BolMTfel. THE PLUN- 
DERERS. l^MoRLKT Rousts, 
Author of 'Th« Cokouaa,* etc. 
Crowrt 8v0. 6s, 

▼itflot Bunt. THE HUMAN IN- 

TEREST. By Violet Hunt, 

Author of *A Hard Woman/ etc 

Crmtm Stw . 65. 

'Qevcr obtcrvation and unfailing wit.'— 

Acudtmf, 
'The insight is ke«n, the irony is dcU* 
cateT—^^rW: 

a O. WtUl. THE STOLEN BA- 
CILLUS, fluid other Stories. By 
H. G. Wblls. Second BdiiUn, 
Crown %vo. 6s, 

* The impressions of a very striking imagini- 

tioo.'— ^«/»r^l«f Rnriow, 

a O. Willi. THE PLATTNER 
STORY AND Othexs. By H. G. 
Wells. Second Edition. Cr, Zvo, 

es, 

* Weird and mysterioos, they seem to hold 

the reader as by a magic vpttW—Scoif 



SaraJaaimefetoDttnoaiL A VOYAGE 
OF CONSOLATION. By Sara 
JEANNBTTB DuNCAN, Author of ' An 
American Girl in London.* Illus- 
trated. Third Edition, Cr. Zvo, 6s. 
*A most delightfolly bright hoak.*—Dmsfy 

TeUrrmpk, 
* The dialogue is full of wit.'— ^£0^. 

Sara JMsiMtla Dnaoan. THE PATH 
OF A STAR. By Sara JEANNETTE 
Duncan, Author of • A Voyaj^e of 
Consolation.' Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Crown 8tw. 6s, 

a P. EMIT. THE JOURNALIST. 
ByC. F.Keary. Cr, Svo, 6s, 

W.B.Norrli. MATTHEW AUSTIN. 
By W. E. NORRIS, Author of • Made- 
moiselle dt Mersac,* etc. Fourth 
Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 
' An intellectually satisfactory and morally 
bracing noytV^Ifmfy TeUgr^^, 

W.B.N0IR11. HISGRACE. ^W.E. 

NoRRIS. Third Edition, Cr, Svo. 

6s, 
W. I. Noirrlt. THE DESPOTIC 

LADY AND OTHERS. ByW. E. 

NORRIS. Croton tvo. 6s, 



W.B.Nonll. CLARISSA FURIOSA. 
By W. B. NORRIS. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 

* As a fltory it isadadrable, as a/m 4r««^*/ 

it is capital, at a lay sarmoo studded 
with gems of wit and wisdoa it is a 
mod«L'— T^lf lyorU. 

WKNonia. GILES INGILBY. By 
W. E. NORRIS. Illustrated. Socond 
Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 
' Interesting, wholesome, and charmingly 
written.^— <;A^fV1» Hermld, 

W. B. Noxris. AN OCTAVE. By 
W. E NORRis. Second Edition. 
Crown Zvo. 6s, 
'A very perfect expositi(m of the self« 
restnint. the perfect knowledge of so- 
ciety and its ways, the delicate sense of 
humour, which are the main diarac- 
teristics of thb very aceoasplished 
author.' — Country Li/t, 

W. OUzk Rnsaen. MY DANISH 
SWEETHEART. By W. Clark 
Russell. Illustrated. Fourth 
Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s. 

Robert Bazr. IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS. By ROBERT Barr. 
Third Edition, Cr. Bvo, 6s, 

* A book which has abondanthr salisied us 

byitscapital hnmomr.*^Daify ChromicU. 

* Mr. Barr has achieved a triomph.'— /W/ 

MmUGmMett*. 
Bobwt Barr. THE MUTABLE 
MANY. By Robert Barr. Socond 
Edition. Crown Bvo, 6s, 

* Very much the best novel that Mr. Barr 

hM yet given us. There is mach insight 
in it. and much excellent humour. — 
Vaify Chronicle. 

Robert Barr. THE COUNTESS 

TEKLA. By Robert Barr. Third 

Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

*Of these mediieval romances, which are 

now gaining ground, "The Coontess 

Teklir' is the very best we have seen. 

The story is written ia dear English, 

and a picturesque, moving style.'— Pa// 

MnllGuutU. 

BobirtBur. THE STRONG ARM. 

By Robert Barr. Author of ' The 

Countess Tekku' Dlustrattd. Socond 

Edition. Bvo, 6s, 

*A cellectioo of tales abovt Oeraan 

chivalry, knigfatfr d^eds, and villainous 

devices of the Mid<' 



the deftest of story* 
London Newt. 



iddle Ages, by one of 
ytellers?— //Aw/nK/«if 
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lAdrew Balfirar. BY STROKE OF 
SWORD. By A. Balfour. IUos- 
trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8x«. df. 

' A recital of CfarilUoc interest, told with 
unflasKiiif vicooKt^-'^riMf. 

Indzewntalfoiir. TO ARMS 1 B^ 
Andrew Balvous. Illustrated. 
Second Bdiiiom, Crown 8v0. 6x. 

* The numrelloos perils through which Allan 

passes are toid in powerful and lively 

fitshioo. '—/>«// MmU GttMttte, 

Andrew Balfour. VENGEANCE IS 

MINE. By Andrew Balfour. 

Author of *By Stroke of Sword.' 

Illustrated. Crown Bvo, dr. 

* A vigofODS piece of work^well written, and 

ahonnding in stininff incidents.*— ^Aw- 

J. fUtilarai OoblMA. THE KING 
OF ANDAMAN: A Sayiour of 
Society. By J. Maclaren Cobban. 
Crown 9vo, 6x. 
' An nnquestiooahly interesting hook. It 
«'*^»«««*« one character, at least, who has 
in him the root of iounortality.'— P^ai/ 
MfmUGmaeHt. 
J. Kadaren Oobbaa. THE ANGEL 
OF THE COVENANT. By J. 
Maclaren Cobban. Cr. Bvo. 6f . 
R.Hidi«iia. BYEWAYS. By Robert 
HiCHSNS. Author of 'Flames, etc.* 
Second Edition. Cr, Bvo, 6s. 

* The work is ondeniahhr that of a man of 

striking imagination. —Z>«£(r JVigws. 
R. Hioh^na. TONGUES OF 
CONSCIENCE. By Robert 
HigHENS, Author of 'Flames.' 
Seotnd Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

* Of a strange haunting quality.'— {^fa^fifw 

Herald. 

* Powerful^ written.*— If #rw«r LmuUr, 

' Highly imaginative. '— />«tf Mmtt GmaeOe, 

gieplm OraM WOUNDS IN 
THE RAIN. War Stories. By 
Stephen Crane, Author of 'The 
Red Badge of Courage.' Second 
Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

* A Cudnadng volume.'— J>#e/«f!^. 

' Mr. Crane sekiom did better work.'— 

DmfyMmiL 

J. B. Burton. IN THE DAY OF 

ADVERSITY. Br J. Bloundblle- 

BtntTON. Second Ediiion, Cr, Bvo, 6s, 

J. B. Barton. DENOUNCED. By 

J. BLOtTNDBLLB-BURTON. Socond 
Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 



J. B. Burton. THE CLASH OF 
ARMS. By J. Bloundbllb-Bux- 
TON. Socomd Edition, Cr, 8m. 6s, 

J. B. Burton. ACROSS THE SALT 
SEAS. By J. BLOtmDELLB-BURTOIC 
Second Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

J. B. Burton. SERVANTS OP 

SIN. By T. Bloundellb-Burton. 

Author of 'The Clash of Arms.' 

Second Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 

'Admirably told ... of quite e xc eptiooal 

merit. *~-ScotsmmM, 

Dorotbea Gerard. THE CON- 
QUEST OF LONDON. By 
Dorothea Gerard. Author of 
'Lady Baby.* Second Edition, Crown 
Bvo, 6s, 

* Bright and entertaining.'— .$)^<«^Wr. 
'Hignly entertaining and enjoyable.*— 

ScotswuM, 
Ada Oamtirldga PATH AND 
GOAL. By Ada Cambridgb. 
Second Edition Crown 8vo. 6s, 
'Admirably told with a fine .'sympathy.'— 

SccttnuM, 
BiObazd KRnlL THE SEEN AND 
THE UNSEEN. By Richard 
MARSH, Author of 'The Beetle/ 
' Manrds and Mysteries,' etc Second 
Edition, Crown Bvo, 6s, 
*ytrf clever and highly entertaiaiag.'^ 

Scottmmm. 
'Vivid and exciting stories.* — C&untry 
Li^, 
B. H. Btrmin. ELMSLIE'S DRAG- 
NET, By E. H. Strain. Crown 
Bvo, 6s, 
' Excellent chaiacter^stodies.'— <7«/Z0)0m(. 
]In.P«imy. A FOREST OFFICER. 

By Mrs. Penny. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
A story of jungle life in India. 

* Most fresh and original — delightful read- 

ing.'— Ov^^Aie. 
' A TiYid and exciting tale of adTenture.*^ 

Reoiem^ the Week, 
W.O. Benny. THE WHITE HECA- 
TOMB. By W. C Scully, Author 
of * Kafir Stories.' Cr,Bvo, 6s, 
' Reveals a manreUously intimata under^ 
standing of the KaiBr muaAJ^-A/ricmm 
Critic 
W, 0. lenDy. BETWEEN SUN 
AND SAND. By W. C SctnxT. 
Author of *The White Htcatomb.' 
Cr,Bvo. 6s, 
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OTHm SOC-aNILUilO NOVILa 

CrtmmSv0. 



SIR ROBERTS FORTUNE. 
Mri. Oliphant. 



By 



THE TWO MARYS. 
Oliphant. 



By Mrs. 



THE LADY'S WALK. By Mrs. 

OUPHANT. 

MIRRY-ANN. By Norma Lorimer. 

Author of ' Josiah's Wife.' 
JOSLUi'S WIFE. By Norma 

LORIMER. 

THE STRONG GOD CIRCUM- 
STANCE. By Helen Shipton. 

MARVELS AND MYSTERIES. By 
Richard Marsh, Author of * The 
Beetle.' 

CHRISTALLA. By Esm£ Stuart. 

THE DESPATCH RIDER. By 
Ernest Glanville, Author of 
'The Kloof Bride.' 

AN ENEMY TO THE KING. By 
R. N. Stephens. 

A GENTLEMAN PLAYER. By 
R. N. Stephens. Author of 'An 
Enemy to the King.' 

THE PATHS OF THE PRUDENT. 
By J. S. Fletcher. 

DANIEL WHYTE. By A J. Daw- 
son. 

THE CAPSINA By E. F. Benson. 

DODO: A DETAIL OF THE DAY. 
By E F. Benson. 

THE VINTAGE By E F. Benson. 
Illustrated by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 

ROSE A CHARLITTE. By Mar- 
shall Saunders. 

WILLOWBRAKE By R. Murray 
Gilchrist. 

THINGS THAT HAVE HAP- 
PENED. By Dorothea Gerard. 

LONE PINE: A ROMANCE OF 
MEXICAN LIFE. By R. B. 
Townshend. 

WILT THOU HAVE THIS 
WOMAN? By J. Maclaren 
Cobban. 



A PASSIONATE 
Percy White. 



PILGRIM. By 



SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. 

By W. Pett Ridge. 
ADRIAN ROME. By E Dawson 

and A. Moore. 
THE BUILDERS. By J. S. 

Fletcher. 
GALLIA. By M^iE Muriel 

DOWIE. 

THE CROOK OF THE BOUGH. 

By M^ie Muriel Dowie. 
A BUSINESS IN GREAT WATERS. 

By Julian Corbett. 
MISS ERIN. By M. E. Francis. 
ANANIAS. By the Hon. Mrs. Alan 

Brodrick. 
CORRAGEEN IN '98. By Mrs. 

Orpen. 
THE PLUNDER PIT. ByJ. Keigh- 

LEY SnOWDEN. 

CROSS TRAILS. By Victor Waite. 

SUCCESSORS TO THE TITLE. 

By Mrs. Walford. 
KIRKHAM'S FIND. By Mary 

Gaunt. 
DEADMAN*S. By Mary Gaunt. 
CAPTAIN JACOBUS : A ROMANCE 

OFTHEROAD. ByL.CoPECORN- 

ford. 
SONS OF ADVERSITY. By L. Cope 

CORNFORD. 

THE KIND OF ALBERIA By 
Laura Daintrey. 

THE DAUGHTER OF ALOUETTE 
By Mary A Owen. 

CHILDREN OF THIS WORLD. 
By Ellen F. Pinsent. 

AN ELECTRIC SPARK. By G. 
Manville Fenn. 

UNDER SHADOW OF THE 
MISSION. By L. S. McChbsney. 

THE SPECULATORS. By J. F. 
Brewer. 
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Books for Boys and Girls 

A Series ef Books by well-known Aulkors, well iUusiraieeL 
THREE-ANIH8IXPENOK EACH 



THE ICELANDER'S SWORD. By 

S. Baring Gould. 
TWO LITTLE CHILDREN AND 

CHING. By Edith E Cuthell. 
TODDLEBEN'S HERO. By M. M. 

Blake. 
ONLY A GUARD -ROOM DOG. 

By Edith E. Cuthell. 
THE DOCTOR OF THE JULIET. 

By Harey Colungwood. 



MASTER ROCKAFELLARS VOY- 
AGE. By W. Clark Russell. 

SYD BELTON : Or. The Boy who 
would not go to Sea. By G. Man- 
viLLE Fenn. 

THE WALLYPUG IN LONDON. 
By G. E. Farrow. 

ADVENTURES IN WALLYPUG 
LAND. By G. E. Farrow. 5*. 



The Peacock Library 

A Series of Books for Girls by well-known AulkorSt handsomely bounds 
and well illustrated. 



THREE-ANIHSDCPeNOE KAOH 



THE RED GRANGE. 
Molesworth. 



By Mrs. 



THE SECRET OF MADAME DE 
MONLUC. By the Author of 
•Mdlc. Mori.' 



OUT OF THE FASHION. 
T. Meade. 



By L. 



DUMPa By Mrs. Parr. 

A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. 



By' 



By L. T. Mkadk. 



L. T. Meade. 
HEPSY GIPSY. 

THE HONOURABLE MISS. Bj 
L. T. Meade. 



University Extension Series 

A series of books on historical, literary, and scientific tvbjects, suitable for 
extension students and home-reading circles. Each volume is complete in 
itself, and the subjects are treated oy competent writers in a broad and 
philosophic spirit. 

Edited by J. E. SYMES, M.A., 

Principal of University College, Nottingham. 

Crown 8tw. Price (with some exceptions) 2s, 6d, 

7%e following volumes are ready : — 



THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. By H. DE B. Gibbins, 
LittD.. M.A.. late Scholar of Wad- 
ham College, Oxon.. Cobden Prise- 
man. Seventh Edition^ Revised, 
With Mafs and Plans, y, 

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH POTITT- 
CAL ECONOMY. By L. L. Price. 



M.A. Fellow of Oriel College. Oxoo. 
Third Rditum, 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY : An 
Inquiry into the Industrial Condi- 
tions of the Poor. By J. A Hobson , 
M.A Fourth Edition. 

VICTORIAN POETS. By A. Sharp. 
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THE FRENCH revolution. By 
J. E Symbs, M.A. 

PSYCHOLOGY. By F. S. Granger, 
M.A. Second Edition, 

THE EVOLUTION OF PLANT 
LIFE : Lower Forms. By G. 
Masses. With Illustrations. 

AIR AND WATER. ByV.B. Lewes, 
M.A. Illustrated, 

THE CHEMISTRY OF LIFE AND 
HEALTH. By C. W. KiiniiNS, 
M.A. lUusirated. 

THE MECHANICS OF DAILY 
LIFE. ByV. P.Sells.M.A. Illus- 
trated. 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS. 
By H. DB B. GiBBiNS, LittD., M.A. 

ENGLISH TRADE AND FINANCE 
IN THE SEVENTEENTH CEN- 
TURY. By W. A. S. Hewins, B.A. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF FIRE The 
Elementary Principles of Chemistry. 
By M. M. Pattison Muir, M.A. 
Illustrated, 

A TEXT-BOOK OF AGRICUL- 
TURAL BOTANY. By M. C. 
Potter, M.A., F.LS. Illustrated, 
y,6d. 



THE VAULT OF HEAVEN. A 
Popular Introduction to Astronomy. 
BvR. A. Gregory. With numerous 
illustrations, 

METEOROLOGY. The Elements of 
Weather and Climate. By H. N. 
Dickson, F.R.S.E, F.R. Met Soc. 
Illustrated. 

A MANUAL OF ELECTRICAL 
SCIENCE. By Gborgb J. BuRCH. 
M.A., F.R.S. With numerous Illus- 
trations, y, 

THE EARTH. An Introduction to 
Physiography. By Evan Small, 
M.A. Illustrated, 

INSECT LIFE. By F. W. Thbo- 
bald, M.A. Illustrated, 

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE 
TO BROWNING. By W. M. 
Dixon, M.A« 

ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERN- 
MENT. By E. lENKS, M.A., Pro- 
fessor of Law at University College, 
Liverpool. 

THE GREEK VIEW OF LIFE. Bv 
G. L. Dickinson, Fellow of King^s 
College, Cambridge. Second Edition, 



Social Questions of To-day 

Edited by H. db B. GIBBINS, UttD., ld.A. 
Crown 8tw. 2s, 6d, 

A series of rolumes upon those topics of social, economic, and industrial 
interest that are at the present moment foremost in the public mind. 
Each Tolome of the series is written by an author who is an acknowledged 
authority upon the subject with which he deal& 

The following Volumes of the Series art ready : — 

TRADE UNIONISM— NEW AND I THE CO-OPERATIVE MOVE- 
OLD. By G. Howell. Third MENT TO-DAY. By G. J. Holy- 
EdiUon. I OAKE. Second Edition, 
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MUTUAL THRIFT. By Rev. J. 
FioiCB Wilkinson, M.A. 

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. By J. 
A. HOBSON, M.A. Fourth Edition. 

THE COMMERCE OF NATIONS. 
BvC. F. BA8TABLE. M.A, ProfessoT 
of Economics at Trinity CoUege, 
Dublin. Second Bdition. 

THE ALIEN INVASION. By W. 
H. WiuuNS, B.A 

THE RURAL EXODUa By P. 
Anderson Graham. 

LAND NATIONALIZATION. By 
Harold Cox, B. A 

A SHORTER WORKING DAY. 
By H. DB B. GiBBiNS, D.Utt., M.A, 
and R. A. Hadfibld, of tht HecU 
Works. Sheffield. 

BACK TO THE LAND: Anlnquiiy 
into the Cure for Rural Depopulation. 
By H. E. MooRB. 

TRUSTS. POOLS AND CORNERS. 
By J. Stephen Jeans. 

THE FACTORY SYSTEM. By R. 
W. Cookb-Tatlor. 



THE STATE AND ITS CHIL- 
DREN. ByGERTRITDBTUCKWKLL. 

WOMEN'S WORK. ByLADTDlua. 
Miss BinxBT, and Mist Writlbt. 

SOCIALISM AND MODERN 
THOUGHT. By M. Kaufmann. 

THE HOUSING OF THE WORK- 
ING CLASSES. By S. BOWMAOCR. 

MODERN CIVILIZATION IN 
SOME OF ITS ECONOMIC 
ASPECTS. By W. Cunningham, 
D.D.. Fellow of Trinity College. 
Cambridge. 

THE PROBLEM OF THE UN- 
EMPLOYED. By J. A. HOBSON. 
B.A 

LIFE IN WEST LONDON. By 
Arthur Sherwell, M.A TMrd 
Bditiom. 

RAILWAY NATIONALIZATION. 
By Clement Edwards. 

WORKHOUSES AND PAUPER. 
ISM. By LoinsA Twining. 

UNIVERSITY AND SOCIAL 
SETTLEMENTS. By W. Reason. 
M.A 



Classical Translations 

Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A. , Fellow and Tutor of Brasenoae College, Oxford. 



i£SCHYLUS — Agamemnon. Chte- 
phoroe. Eumenides. Translated by 
Lewis Campbell. LL.D.. late Pro- 
fessor of Greek at St. Andrews, ss, 

CICERO— De Oratore I. Translated 
by E. N. P. MOOR. M. A y. 6d. 

CICERO— Select Orations(Pro MUone. 
Pro Mitrena. Philippic IL. In Catili- 
nam). Translated by H. E. D. 
Blakiston. M.A. Fellow and TUtor 
of Trinity College. Oxford, y. 

CICERO— DeNatnraDeorum. Trans- 
lated by F. Brooks, M.A.. late 
Scholar of Balliol College. Oxford. 
y.6d. 

CICERO DE OFFICIIS. Translated 
byO. B. Gardiner. M.A. Crown 
Svo. 21. 6d, 



HORACE: THE ODES AND 
EPODES. Translated by A. 
GoDLBY. M.A. Fellow of Magdalen 
College. Oxford, ax. 

LUCIAN— Six Dialogues (Nigrinns. 
Icaro • Menippos. Tlie Cock, The 
Ship, The Parasites The Lover of 
Falsehood]. Translated by a T. 
Irwin. M.A. Assistant Master at 
Clifton; late Scholar of Exeter 
College. Oxford, y, 6d, 

SOPHOCLES — Electra and Ajax. 
Translated by E. D. A. Morskbad, 
M.A, Assistant Master at Win- 
chester, sj. 6d. 

TACITUS— Agricola and Germania. 
Thmslated 1^ R. B. Townshbnd. 
late Scholar of Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge. 2S. 6d. 
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Educational Books 



CLASSICAL 



THE NICOMACHEAN ETHICS 
OF ARISTOTLE. Edited with an 
Introductioii and Notes by John 
BURNBT, M.A.. Professor of Greek 
at St Andrews. Demy Zvo, ly. 
nei. 

This editioD oootains mralkl passagts from 
the Endemian Etmcs. printed imder the 
text, and there is a fml commentary, the 
main object of which is to bterpret diffi- 
culties in the light of Aristotle's own 
rales. 

' We most content onrselves with sasong, in 
conclusion, that we have seldom, if ever, 
seen an edidon of any classical audior in 
which what u held in common with other 
commentators is so dearlv and shortly 
put, and what is original is (with equal 
brevity) of such value and interest' 

"PUcL 

THE CAPTIVI OF PLAUTUS. 

Edited, with an Introduction, Textual 

Notes, and a Commentary, by W. 

M. Lindsay, Fellowof Jesus College, 

Oxford. Demy Bvo. lor. 6d, net. 

For this edition all the important mss. have 

been re-collated. An appendix deals 

with the accentoal element in early 

Latin verse. The Commentary is very 

fulL 

* This edidon bears evidence of profound 

and accurate srammadcal learning on 
every page.'— ia/t«rd^^ Review. 

* A work of great erudition and fine scholar- 

ship.'— J^lnwMi. 

PLAUTI BACCHIDES. Edited with 
Introduction, Commentary, and 
Critical Notes by J. M'COSH, M.A. 
Fcap. 4/0. lar. 6a, 

A GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Selected 
by E. C. Makchant, M.A-. Fellow 
Of Peterhouse, Cambridge, and Assis- 
tant Master at St Paul's SchooL 
Crown Bvo, y. 6d, 

PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN TRANS- 
LATION. By E. C. Marchant. 



M.A., Fdlow of Peterhouse, Cam- 
bridge; and A. M. Cook, M.A, late 
Scholar of Wadham College, Oxford ; 
Assistant Masters at St. Paul's SchooL 
Crown Svo, y, 6d, 

* We know no book of this class better fitted 
for use in the higher forms of schools.'— 
Gitmrdimn, 

TACITI AGRICOLA. With Intro- 
duction, Notes, Map, etc By R. F. 
Davis, M.A, Assistant Master at 
Weymouth College. Crown Svo. 2s. 

TACITI GERMANIA. By the same 
Editor. Crown Svo. ai. 

HERODOTUS : EASY SELEC- 
TIONS. With Vocabulary. By AC. 
LiDDBLL, M. A Fca^, Svo. is. 6d. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE ODYS- 
SEY. By E. D. Stone, M.A., late 
Assistant Master at Eton. Fcaf. Svo. 
u. 6d. 

PLAUTUS: THE CAPTIVL 
Adapted for Lower Forms by J. H. 
Frkese, M.A., late FeUow of St. 
John's, Cambridge, ix. 6d. 

DEMOSTHENES AGAINST 
CONON AND CALLICLES. 
Edited with Notes and Vocabulary, 
by F. Darwin Swift, M.A. Fcaf. 
Svo, ax. 



EXERCISES IN LATIN ACCI- 
DENCE By S. E. Winbolt, 
Assistant Master in Christ's Hospital. 
Crown Svo, is, 6d, 

An elementary book adapted for Lower 
Forms to accompany the shorter Latin 
primer. 
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NOTES ON greek AND LATIN 
SYNTAX. ByG. BucklandGrbbn, 
M.A, Assistant Master at Edinbuigh 
Academy, late Fellow of St John's 
College, Ozon. Cnmn Zvo, ^, 6d. 

Notes and wrplanationit on the duef diffi- 
cnlties of Greek and Latin Syntax, with 
ifor 



NEW TESTAMENT GREEK. A 
Course for Beginners. By G. Rod- 
well, B.A With a Preface by 
Walter Lock, D.D., Warden of 
Keble College. Fca^. 9vo. 3f. 6d. 

THE FROGS OF ARISTOPHANES. 
Translated, by E. W. Huntingford, 
M. A., Professor of Classics in Trinity 
College, Toronto. Cr, Svo, as, 6d. 



GERMAN 



A COMPANION GERMAN GRAM- 
MAR. By H. db B. Gibbins, D. Litt , 
M.A, Headmaster at Kidderminster 
Grammar School. Cr&um%vo, is.6d. 



GERMAN PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. By E. 
M*QuEBN Gray. Crowm Svc, 
ai.6^. 



SCIENCE 



GENERAL ELEMENTARY 

SCIENCE. By J. T. Dunn, D.Sc., 

and V. A Mundella. With many 

Illustrations. Crown Svo, y, 6d. 

[Metkiun*s ScUnct Primers. 

THE WORLD OF SCIENCE. In- 
cluding Chemistry, Heat. Li|[ht, 
Soimd, Magnetism, Electricity, 
Botany, Zoolq^y, Physiology, As- 



R. 



tronomy, and Geology. By 
Elliott Steel. M.A, F.C.S. 147 
Illustrations. Second Edition, Cr, 

VOLUMETRIC ANALYSIS. By J. 

B. Russell, B.Sc, Science Master 

at Burnley Grammar SchooL Cr. 

Bvo, IS, 

* A collection of osefol, well^rranged notes.* 



ti:ectboof(0 of ICecbnologi? 

Edited by Professors GARNETT and WERTHEIMER. 



HOW TO MAKE A DRESS. By J. 

A. E. Wood. lUusirattd, Second 

Edition. Cr, Svo, zx. 6d, 

' Tboagfa primarilv intended fw students, 

Miss Wood's damtr little manual may be 

consulted with advantage by any snrls 

who want to make their own frocks. The 

directions are simple and dear, and the 

diagrams very htiffai,*'^Liter*tMrg, 

CARPENTRY AND JOINERY. By 
F.C.Webber. With many Illustra- 
tions. Second Edition, Cr, Bvo, y* ^ 
* An admizable elementary tczt>book on the 
subject.'— ^«rf/(^. 

PRACTICAL MECHANICS. By 
Sidney H. Wells. With 75 lUus- 
trationsandDiagrams. Cr,tvo, y.6d, 

PRACTICAL PHYSICS. By H. 



Stroud, D.Sc., M.A., Professor of 
Physics in the Durham College of 
Science, Newcastle-on-Tyne. Fully 
illustrated. Croum Bvo, 31. 6d, 

MILLINERY, THEORETICAL, 
AND PRACTICAU By Miss 
Hill, Registered Teacher to the 
City and Guilds of London Institute. 
With numerous Diagrams. Crown 
Bvo. 2S. 

PRACTICAL CHEMISTRY, 
By W. French, M.A T^mrt h 
With numerous diagrams. Crown 
Bvo. IS, 6d, 

' An excellent and eminently practical UttU 
\)Ooli,'—ScAaolm4Uttr, 
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EMQU8H 



ENGLISH RECORDS. A Companion 
to the Histoiy of England. By H. E. 
Malden, M.A. Crown Bvo. y, 6d. 

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN: HIS 
RIGHTS AND DUTIES. ByH. E 
Malden, M.A. li. 6<f. 

A DIGEST OF DEDUCTIVE 
LOGIC. By Johnson Baxkkr, 
B. A Crown %vo, as. 6d. 

A CLASS-BOOK OF DICTATION 
PASSAGES. By W. Williamson. 
M.A Fourth Edition, Cr, 8w>. is, 6d, 



A SHORT STORY OF ENGLISH 

LITERATURE. By Emma S. 

Mellows. Crown Svo, y. 6d. 

' A lucid and weH-airaneed mccount of the 

growth of English Titeratore.* — Pall 

MmllGMa€tt€, 

TEST CARDS IN EUCLID AND 
ALGEBRA. ^ D. S. Caldbr- 
WOOD, Headmaster of the Normal 
School, Edinburgh. In three packets 
of 40, with Answers. \s. Or in 
three Books, price 2</., 2<f., and 3^. 

THE METRIC SYSTEM. By Leon 

Delbos. Crown 8t/#. ax. 
A theoretical and practical eoide, for use 
in elementary schools and oy the general 
reader. 



METHUEN'8 COMMERCIAL 8ERIE8 
Edited by H. DB B. GIpBINS, LittD., M.A. 



BRITISH COMMERCE AND 
COLONIES FROM ELIZABETH 
TO VICTORIA. By H. de B. 
GiBBlNS, Lttt.D., M.A Third 
Edition, as. 

COMMERCIAL EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. By H. de R Gibbins, 
Litt.D.. M.A 11.6^. 

THE ECONOMICS OF COM- 
MERGE By H. de B. Gibbins, 
Litt.D.. M.A IS, 6d, 

FRENCH COMMERCIAL COR- 
RESPONDENCE. ByS. E. Bally. 
Master at the Manchestar Grammar 
School Second Edition, ai. 

GERMAN COMMERCIAL COR- 
RESPONDENCE. ByS. E Baixt. 
2s,6d. 

A FRENCH COMMERCIAL 

READER. By S. E. Bally. Second 

Edition, Of. 
A GERMAN COMMERCIAL 

READER. By a E. Bally, M.A 

Crown Bvo, ai. 



COMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY, with 
special reference to the British Em- 
pire. ByL.W. Lyde, M.A Third 
Edition, ar. 

A PRIMER OF BUSINESS. By S. 
Jackson. M. A Third Ed, is. 6d, 

COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. By 
F. G. Taylor, M. A Third Edition, 
is,6d, 

PR^IS WRITING AND OFFICE 
CORRESPONDENCE. By E. E. 
Whitfield. M.A. ai. 

A GUIDE TO PROFESSIONS AND 
BUSINESS. By H. Jones, is. 6d. 

THE PRINCIPLES OF BOOK- 
KEEPING BY DOUBLE ENTRY. 
By J. EB.M 'Allen, M.A Cr.8a#. as. 



COMMERCIAL LAW. 
Douglas Edwards, ai. 
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WORKS BY A. M. M. 9TEDMAM, M.A. 



INITIA LATINA: Easy LesMos on 
Elementary Accidence. FIfttrtk 
BdiHon, Pcaf, 8t/». xj. 

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Sucth 
Bditiom. Crcwm 8m. ai. 

FIRST LATIN READER. With 
Notes adapted to the Shorter Latin 
Primer and Vocabulary. Fifth 
Edition revised, z8m#. is, 6d, 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM 
CiESAR. Part I. T Helvetian 
War. Sicond Edition, iSmo, is, 

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. 
Part I. The Kings of Rome. itmo. 
Second Edition, is, 6d, 

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UN- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Seventh 
Edition, Feaf, Zvo, is, 6dL 

EXEMPLA LATINA. First LesMns 
in Latin Accidence. WithVocabnlary. 
Crown Zvc, is, 

EASY LATIN EXERCISESON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER 
AND REVISED LATIN PRIMER. 
With Vocabulary. Ei/hth and 
cheaper Edition, re-written. Crown 
%vo. IS. 6d, Issued with the consent 
of Dr. Kennedy. KsT 3;. net, 

THE LATIN COMPOUND SEN- 
TENCE: Rules and Exercises. 
Second Edition, Cr,9vo, is,6d. With 
Vocabulary, ax. 

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellan- 
eous Latin Exercises on Common 
Rules and Idioms. Fourth Edition, 
Fcaf, Bvo, IS. 6d. With Vocabuluy. 



LATIN VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION: Arranged aocordinf to 
Subjects. MntJk Edition, Femp, 
%oo, is,6d. 

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN 
IDIOMS. iBmo. Second Editiom, xx. 

STEPS TO GREEK. Second Edition, 

Revised, itmo, is, 
A SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. 

Crown 9oo, u, 6d. 
EASY GREEK PASSAGES FOR 

UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Third 

Edition Revised, Fcaf, 8v#. is, 6d. 

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR 
REPETITION. Arranged accord- 
ing to Subjects. Second Edition. 
Fcaf, Zvo, IS, 6d, 

GREEK TESTAMENT SELEC- 
TIONS. For the use of Schools. 
Third Edition, With Introductioii, 
Notes, and Vocabulary. Fcaf, 8«v. 
ax. 6d, 

STEPS TO FRENCH. Fitth Edi^ 
tion, iBsno, Sd, 

FIRST FRENCH LESSONS. Fifth 
Edition Reviud, Crown %uo, is, 

EASY FRENCH PASSAGES FOR 
UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Fourth 
Edition revised, Fcaf, %vo, is, 6d, 

EASY FRENCH EXERCISES ON 
ELEMENTARY SYNTAX. With 
Vocabulary. Second Edition, Crowm 
Bvc, ax. 6d, Key y, net. 

FREflCH VOCABULARIES fX>R 
REPETITION : Arranged aooocding 
to Subjects. Ninth Edition. Ptaf, 
Zvo, IS, 



80H00L EXAMIMATIOM iEMES 
Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Crown 8tw. 2s, 6d, 



FRENCH EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR AND IDIOMS. By 
A. M. M. Stkdm AN, M. A. Eleventh 

Edition. 



A Key, issued to TMors and 
Private Students only, xm be bad 
on appttcation to tha PabUshefs. 
Fourth BdtHon, Crowm Um, 

es. net. 
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LATIN EXAMINATION PAPERS 
IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 
MAR AND IDIOMS. ByA.M.M. 
Stbdman, M.A. Tenth Edition, 
Kbt {Fourth Edition) issued as 
aboYe. 6x. mt. 

GREEK EXAMINATION PAPERS 

IN MISCELLANEOUS GRAM- 

MAR AND IDIOMS. ByA. M. M. 

Stbdman, M.A. Sixth Edition. 

Kbt (Second Edition) issued as 

above. 6j. net, 

GERMAN EXAMINATION. 
PAPERS IN MISCELLANEOUS 
GRAMMAR AND IDIOMS. By 
R. J. MORICH, Clifton College. 
Fifth Edition, 
Key {Second Edition) issued as 
above, dr. net. 



HISTORY AND GEOGRAPHY EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS. BhrCH. 
Spbncb, M.A., Clifton College. 
Second Edition. 

SCIENCE EXAMINATION 
PAPERS. By R. E. Stbel. M.A.. 
F.C.S. In two vols. 
Parti. Chemistry ; Partii. Physics. 

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EX- 
AMINATION PAPERS By A. 
M. M. STBDltAN, M.A. Third 
Edition. 

Kkt (Second Edition) issued as 
above. 71. net, 

EXAMINATION PAPERS IN 
ENGLISH HISTORY. By I. Tait 
Waxdlaw. a a.. King's CoU^ 
Cambridge. Crown ^vo, ar. 6d. 
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